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PEEFACE. 



This tale, as the title-page implies , is founded 
on fact. Its truth is its chief merit, and the 
Author claims no other share in it, than that of 
telling it to the best of her power. 

I do not mean to aver that every word is a 
positive and literal truth, that every incident 
occurred exactly as I have related it, and in no 
other fashion, but this I mean to say: that I have 
invented nothing in the character of Eachel Gray, 
and that the sorrows of Eichard Jones are not 
imaginary sorrows. 

My purpose in giving this story to the world 
is twofold. I have found that my first, and in 
many respects, most imperfect work "Madeleine," 
is nevertheless that which has won the greatest 
share of interest and sympathy; a result which I 
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may, I think, safely attribute to its truth, and 
which has induced me to believe that on similar 
grounds, a similar distinction might be awarded to 
a heroine very different indeed from "Madeleine," 
but whose silent virtues have perhaps as strong a 
claim to admiration and respect. 

I had also another purpose, and though I 
mention it last, it was that which mainly con- 
tributed to make me intrude on public attention; 
I wished to show the intellectual, the educated, 
the fortunate, that minds which they are apt to 
slight as narrow, that lives which they pity as 
moving in the straight and gloomy paths of medio- 
crity, are often blessed and graced beyond the 
usual lot, with those lovely aspirations towards 
better deeds and immortal 'things, without which 
life is indeed a thing of little worth; cold and dull 
as a sunless day. 
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RACHEL ORAY. 



CHAPTEE I. 

In one of the many little suburbs which cling 
to the outskirts of London, there is a silent and 
grass-grown street, of aspect both quiet and quaint 
The houses are crazy, old, and brown, of every 
height and every size; many are untenanted. Some 
years ago one was internally destroyed by fire. It 
was not thought worth rebuilding. There it still 
stands, gaunt and grim, looking for all the world, 
with its broken or dust-staiifed windows, like a town 
deserted after a sacking. 

This street is surrounded by populous courts 

and alleys, by stirring thoroughfares, by roads full 

of activity and commerce; yet somehow or other, 

all the noise of life, all its tumult and agitation, 

BachelGray, , 1 
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here seem to die away to silence and repose. Few 
people, even amongst the poor, and the neighbour- 
hood is a poor one, care to reside in it, while they 
can be lodged as cheaply close by, and more to 
their taste. * Some tTiink that the old square at the 
end, with its ancient, nodding trees, is close and 
gloomy; others have heard strange noises in the 
house that has suffered from fire, and are sure it 
is haunted; and some again do not like the silent, 
deserted look • of the place, and cannot get over 
the fancy that, if no one will live in it, it must 
be because it is unlucky. And thus it daily 
decays more and more, and daily seems to grow 
more silent. 

The appearance of the few houses that are 
inhabited, says little in favour of this unfortunate 
street. In one, a tailor has taken up his abode. 
He is a pale, serious main, who stitches at his 
board in the window the whole day long, cheered 
by the occasional song of a' thrush, hopping in its 
osier cage. This tailor, Samuel Hopkins yclept, 
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lives by repairing damaged yestments. He once 
made a coat, and boasts — with how much truth 
is known to his own heart — that he likewise 
cut out, fashioned, and fitted, a pair of blue nether 
garments. Further on, at the comer of the square, 
stands the house of Mrs. Adams, an aged widow, 
who keeps a small school, which, on her brass 
board, she emphatically denominates her '^Estab- 
lishment for Young Ladies." This house has an 
unmistakeable air of literary dirt and neglect; the 
area and kitchen windows are iencumbered with 
the accumulated mud and dust of years; from the 
attic casement, a little red-haired servant-girl is 
ever gaping; and on hot summer afternoons, when 
the parlour windows are left open, there is a glimpse 
within of a dingy school-mistress, and still more 
dingy school-room, with a few pupils who sit 
straggling on half-a-dozen benches, conning their 
lessons with a murmuring hum. 

With one exception, there is no other sign of 

commerce I trade, or profession in the whole street. 

1* 
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For all an outward glance can reveal to the con- 
trary, the people who live there are so very rich 
that they do not need to work at all, or so veiy 
genteel in their decay, that if they do work, they 
must do it in a hidden, skulking, invisible' sort of 
fashion, or else be irretrievably disgraced. 

The solitary exception to which we have 
alluded, exists, or rather existed, for though we 
speak in the present, we write in the past by some 
years, in one of the smallest houses in the street. 
A little six-roomed house it was, exactly facing 
the dreary haunted mansion, and exposed to all 
the noises aforesaid. It was, also, to say the 
truth, an abode of poor and mean aspect In 
the window hung a dress-maker^s board, on which 
was modestly inscribed, with a list of prices, the 
name of — / 

"Eachel Qvult/* 
It was accompanied with pattemfl of yellow paper 
sleeves, trimmed in every colour, an old book of 
fashions, and beautiful and bright, as if reared in 



BAGHEL OBAT. 5 

wood or meadow, a pot of yellow crocusee in bloom. 
They were closing now, for evening was drawing 
in, and they knew the hour. 

They had opened to light in the dingy parlonr 
within, and which we will now enter. It was 
but a little room, and the soft gloom of a sprii^ 
twilight half-filled it The fdmiture thot^h poor 
and old-fashioned, was scrupulously clean; and 
it shone again in the flickering fire-light. A few 
discoloured piints in black frames hung against 
the walls; two or three broken china ornaments 
adorned the. wooden mantel-shelf, which was, more- 
over, decorated with a little dark-looking mirror in 
a rim of tarnished gold. 

By the fire an elderly woman of grave and 
stem aspect, but who had once been handsome, 
gat reading the newspaper. Near the window, two 
apprentices sewed,, under the superintendence of 
Rachel Gray. 

A mild ray of light fell on her pale face, and 
balding figure. She sewed on, serious and still, 



6 BACHEL eSAY. 

and the calm gravity of her aspect harmonized 
with the silence of the little parlour which nothing 
disturbed, save the ticking of an old clock behind 
the door, the occasional rustling of Mrs. Gray's 
newspaper, and the continuous and monotonous 
sound of stitching. 

Eachel Gray looked upwards of thirty, yet she 
was younger by some years. She was a tall, thin, 
and awkward woman, sallow and feuied before her 
time. She was not, and had never been handsome, 
yet there was a patient seriousness in the lines of 
her face, which, when it caught the eye, arrested 
it at once, and kept it long. Her brow, too, was 
broad and intellectual; her eyes were very fine, 
though their look was dreamy and abstracted; and 
her smile, when she did smile, which was not 
often, for she was slightly deaf and spoke little, 
was pleasant and very sweet. 

She sewed on, as we have said, abstracted and 
serious, when gradually, for even in observation 
she was slow, the yellow crocuses attracted her 
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attention. She looked at them meditatiyely, and 
watched them closing, with the decline of day. 
Andy at length, as if she had not understood, until 
then, what was going on before her, she smiled 
and admiringly exclaimed: 

"l^ow- do look at the creatures, mother!" 

Mis. Gray glanced up from her newspaper, and 
snuffed rather disdainfully. 

"Lawk, Bachel!" she said, "you don't mean 
to call crocuses creatures — do you? PU teU you 
what though," she added, with a doleful shake 
' of the head, "I don't know what Her Majesty 
thinks; but / say the country can't stand it much 
longer." 

Mrs. Gray had been cook in a Prime Minister's 
household, and this had naturally given her a poli- 
tical turn. 

"The Lord has taught you," murmured Eachel, 
bending over the flowers with something like awe, 
and a glow s]pread oyer her sallow cheek, and there 
came a light to her lai^e brown eyes. 



8 BACHEL GBAY. 

Of the two apprentices ^ one a sickly^ fretfol 
girl of sixteen, heard her not; she went on sewing, 
and the very way in which she drew her needle 
and thread was peeyish. The otiier apprentice did 
hear Bachel, and she looked, or rather stared at 
the dress-maker, mth grim wonder. Indeed, there 
was something particakrly grim about this young 
maiden — a drear stolidity that defies describing* 
A pure Saxon she was — no infusion of Celtic, 
or Danish, or Norman blood had lightened the 
native weight of her nature. She was young, yet 
she already went through life settling everything, 
and liviQg in a moral tower of most uninviting 
aspect.' But thot^h Jane settled everything, she 
did not profess to understand everything; and when, 
as happened every now and then, Bachel Gray 
came out with such remarks as that above recorded, 
Jane felt confounded. "She couldn't make out 
Miss Gray — that she couldn't." 

'Tm so tired!" peevishly said Mary, the ftetfol 
apprentice. 
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At once Eachel kindly obseired: "Put by your 
work, dear." 

- Again Mrs. Ghray snuffed, and came out with: 
''Lawk! she's always grummy!" 

Mary tossed away her work, folded lier arms, 
and looked sullen. Jane, the grim apprentice, 
drew her needle and thread twice as fast as before. 
''Thank Heaven!'' she piously thought, "I am not 
lazy, nor sickly, and I can't see much difference 
between the two — that I can't" 

Bachel's work lay in her lap; she sat looking 
at the crocuses until she fell in a dream far in 
the past. 

Tot the past is our realm, free to all, high or 
low, who wish to dwell in it. There we may set 
aside the bitterness and the sorrow; there we may 
choose none but the pleasing visions, the bright, 
Bunny spots where it is sweet to Unger. The Future, 
fair as Hope may make it, is a dream, we claim it 
in Tain. The Present, harsh or delightful, must 
be endured, yet it flies from us before we can say 
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"it iis gone.** But the Past is ours to call up at 

our will. It is vivid and distinct as truth. In 

good and in evil, it is irrevocable; the divine seal 

has been set upon it for evermore. 

In that Book — a pure and holy one was 

hers — though not without a few dark and sad 

pages — Bachel Gray often read. And now, the 

I 
sight of the yellow flower of spring took her back , 

to a happy day of her childhood. She saw herself \ 

a little ^1 again, with her younger sister Jane, j 

and the whole school to which they belonged, out j 

on a holiday treat in a green forest. I^ear that i 

forest there was a breezy field; and there it was 
that Kachel first saw the yellow crocuses bloom. 
She remembered her joy, her delight at the wonder- 
ful beauty of the wild field flowers — how she smd 
Jane heaped their laps with theni, and sat down 

at the task; and how, when tired with the pleasant 

I 
labour, they rested, as many yellow crocuses as j 

before seemed to blow and play in the breeze | 

around them. And she remembered, too, how, ' 
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even then, there passed across her childish rsand, 
a silent wonder at their multitade, an undefined 
awe for the power .of the Almighty Hand who 
made the little flower, and ^bade it bloom in the 
green fields, beneath the misty azure of a soft 
spring sky. 

And then swiftly followed other thoughts. Where 
was little, blue-eyed Jane, her younger sister, her 
little companion and friend? Sleeping in a London 
grave, fSeir from the pleasant and sunny spots 
where God's wild flowers bloom. And she — why 
she was pursuing her path in life, doing the wiU 
of God Almighty. 

"And what more," thought Bachel, "can I hope 
or wish for?" 

"Now, Rachel, what are you moping about?" 
tartly asked her mother, who, though half blind, 
had a quick eye for her daughter's meditative 
fits. 

Abruptly fled the dream. The childish memo- 
ries, the holy remembrance of the dead, sank back 
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once more to their quiet restmg^place in Eacfaers 
heart Wakening up with a haJf-Mghtened stari^ 
she hastily resumed her work. 

''I don't think i^ere ever waa snch a moper as 
that girl/' grumbled Mrs. Gray to herself. 

Eachel smiled cheerfully in her mother's fece. 
But as to telling her that she had been thinking 
of the yellow crocuses, and of the spots they 
grew in, and of the power and greatness and 
glory of Him who made them, Eachel did not 
dream of it 

'^There's Mrs. Brown," said Mrs. Gray, as a dark 
figure passed by the window. "Go, and open the 
door, Mary.** 

Mary did not stir, upon which Jane officiously 
rose and said, ^'111 go." She went, and in came, 
or rather bounced, Mrs. Brown — a short, stout, 
yulgar-looking woman of fifty or so, who at once 
filled the room with noise. 

"La, Mrs. Gray!" she began breathlessly, 
""What do you think? There's a new one. I have 
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brought you the paper; third eolunm, second page, 
first article, 'The Church in a Mess/ I thou^t 
you 'd like to see it. Well, Bachel, and how are 
you getting on? Mrs. James's dress don't fit her 
a bit, and she says shell not give you another 
stiteh of work: but la! you don't care — do you? 
Why, Mary, how yellow you look to day. I declare 
you're as yellow as the crocuses in the pot Ain't 
she now, Jane? And so you're not married yet 
— are you, my girl?" she added, giving the grim 
apprentice a slap on the back. 

Jane eyed her quietly. 

"You'd better not do that again, Mrs. Brown," 
she said, with some sternness, ''and as to getting 
married: why, s'pose you mind your own busi- 
ness!" 

Mrs. Brown threw herself back in her chair, 
and laughed until the tears ran down her face. 
When she recoyered, it was to address Mrs. Gray. 

"La, Mrs. Gray! can't you find it?" she said. 
"Why, I told you, third colunm, second page, 
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'The Gh-iirch in a Mess.' You can't miBS. I have 
put a pin in it" 

Spite of this kind attention, Mrs. Gray had not 
found "The Church in a Mess." 

"Lawk, Mrs. Brown!" she said, impatiently, 
"where 's the use of always raking up them sort 
of things! The badness of others don't make 
>us good — does it? It's the taxes I think o^ 
Mrs. Brown; it's the taxes! Now, Eachel, where 
are you going?" 

"I am going to take home this work, mother." 

Unable to find fault with this, Mrs. Gray 
muttered to herself. She was not ill-natured, but 
fault-finding was with her an inveterate habit. 

"La! what a muff that girl of yours is, 
Mrs. Gray!" charitably observed Mrs. Brown, as 
Rachel left the room. For Mrs. Brown being 
Mrs. Gray's cousin, landlady, and neighbour, took 
the right to say everything she pleased. 

' She ain't particlerly bright," , confessed Mrs. Gray, 
poking the fire, "but you see, Mrs. Brown — " 



1 
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Bachel closed the door, aad heard no more. 
Whilst Mrs. Brown was talking, she had been 
tying up her parcel. She now put on her bonnet 
and cloak, and went out. 

It is sweet, after the toil of a day, to breathe 
fresh air, London air even though it should be. 
It is sweet, after the long closeness of the work- 
room, to walk out and feel the sense of life and 
liberty. A new being seemed poured into Bachel 
as she went on. 

"I wonder people do not like this street," she 
thought, pausing at the comer to look back on the 
grey, quiet line she was leaving behind. "They 
call it dull, and to me it is so calm and sweef 
And she sighed to enter the noisy and populous 
world before her. She hastily crossed it, and only 
Blackened her pace when she reached the wide 
streets, the mansions with gardens to them, the 
broad and silent squares of the west end. * She 
stopped before a handsome house, the abode of 
a rich lady who occasionally employed her, because 
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she worked cheaper than a flsushioziable dress-maker, 
and as well 

Mr8.Moxton was engaged — visitors were with 
her — Bachel had to wait — she sat in the halL 
A stylish footman, who quickly detected that she 
was shy and nervous, entertained himself and his 
companions, by making her ten times more so. 
His speech was rude — his jests were insolent* 
Eachel was meek and humble; but she could feel 
insult; and that pride, from which few of God's 
creatures are firee, rose within her, and flushed her 
pale cheek with involuntary displeasure. 

At length, the infliction ceased. Mrs.Moxton's 
visitors left; Bachel was called in. Her first im- 
pulse had been to complain of the footman to his 
mistress; but mercy checked the temptation; it 
might make him lose his place. Poor Eachel! she 
little knew that this footman could have been in- 
solent to his mistress herseK, had he so chosen. 
He was six foot three, and, in his livery of brown 
and gold, looked splendid. In short, he was in- 
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valuable, and not to be parted witb on any ac- 
count 

Mrs. Moxton was habitually a well-bred, good- 
natured woman; but every rale has its exceptions. 
Eachel found her very much out of temper. To 
say the truth, one of her recent visitors was in the 
MiB. Brown style j Mrs. Moicton had been provoked 
and irritated; and Eachel paid for it. 

"Now, Miss Gray," she said, with solemn in- 
dignation, "what do you mean by bringing back 
work in this style? That flounce is at least an 
yich too high! I thought you an intelligent young 
person — but reaUy, really!" 

"It's very easily altered, ma'am," said Eachel, 
submissively. 

"You need, not trouble," gravely replied Mrs. 
Moxton. "I owe you^ something; you may call 
with your bill to-morrow." 

"I shall not be able to call to-morrow, ma'am; 
and if it were convenient now — " 

"It is not convenient now!" said Mrs. Morton, 

Rachel Gray, 2 
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rather haughtily. She thought Rachel the most 
impertiiient creature she had ever met with -r- that 
is to say, next to that irritating Mrs. Maberly, who 
had repeated that proroking thing about Mr. So- 
and-So. Eachel sighed and left the house. like 
all shy persons, she was easily depressed. It was 
night when she stood once more in the street. 
Above the pale outline of the houses spread a sky 
of dark azure. A star shone in it, a little star; 
but it burned with as brilliant a light as any great 
planet Rachel gazed at it earnestly, and the 
shadow passed away. "What matter!** she thought^ 
"even though a man in livery made a jest of me 
— even though a lady in silk was scornful. 
What matter! God made that star for me as well 
as for her! Besides," she added, checking a thought 
which might, she feared, be too proud, "besides, 
who, and what am I, that I should repine?" 
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CHAPTER n. 



Baceel went on; but she did not turn home- 
wards. She left the broad and airy strait, where 
Mrs. Moxton lived. She entered a narrow one, 
long and gloomy. It led her into a large and gas- 
lit square. She crossed it without looking right or 
left: a thought led her on like a spell. Through 
streets and alleys, by lanes and courts — on she 
went, until at length she stood in the heart of a 
populous neighbourhood. Cars were dashing along 
the pavement,* night, vendors were screaixMng at 
their stalls, where tallow lights flared in the night 
wind. Drunken men were shouting in gin palaces, 
wretched looking women were coming out of 
pawnbroker's shops, and precocious London children 
were pouring into a theatre, where their morals 
were to be improved, and their understandings 
were to be enlightened, at the moderate rate of a 

penny a head. 

2* 
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Eachel sighed at all she saw, and divined. 
"Poor things!" she thought, "if ttey only knew 
better/' But this compassionate feeling did not 
exclude a sort of fear. Eachel kept as much as 
she could in the gloomy part of the streets; she 
shrank back nervously from every rude group, and 
thus she at length succeeded in attractmg the very 
thing she most vrished to shun — observation. 
Three or four women, rushing out of a, public- 
house, caught sight of her timid figure. At once, 
one of them — she was more than half-intoxicated 
— burst out into a loud shouting laugh, and, 
seizing Kachers arm, swung her round on the 
pavement 

"Let me go!" said BacheL "I am in a hurry." 
She trembled from head to foot, and vainly tried 
to put on the appearance of a courage she felt not. 

"Give me something for drink then," insolently 
said the womao. 

BacheFs momentary fear was already over; she 
had said to herself, "and what can happen to me 
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'without God's will?" and the thought had nerved 
her. She looked yery quietly at the woman's 
flushed and bloated face, and as quietly she 
said: 

"You have drunk too much already; let 
me go." 

"No I won't," hoarsely replied her tormentor, 
and she used language which, though it could not 
stain the pure heart of her who heard it, brought 
the blush of anger and shame to her cheek. 

"Let me go!" she said, trembling this time 
^th indignation. 

"Yes — yes, let the young woman go, Molly," 
observed one of the woman's companions who had 
hitherto looked on apathetically. She officiously 
disengaged Bachel's arm, whispering as she did so: 
"You'd better cut now — 111 hold her. Molly's 
awfdl when she's got them fits on." 

Bachel hastened away, followed by the derisive 
shout of the whole group. She turned down the 
first street she found; it was dark and silent, yet 
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Bachel did not stop until she reached the yeiy end 
of it; then she paused to breathe^a while , but 
when she put her hand in her pocket for her hand- 
kerchief it was gone; with it had disappeared her 
purse, and two or three shillings. Bachel saw and 
understood it aU — the friend of MoUy, her offi- 
cious deliverer, was a pick-pocket She hung 
down her head and sighed, dismayed and astonish- 
ed, not at her loss, but at the sin. ''Ah! dear 
Lord Jesus," she thought, ftdl of sorrow, "that tiiou 
shouldst thus be crucified anew by the sins of thy 
people!" Then followed the perplexing inward 
question: "Oh! why is there so much sin?" "God 
knows best," was the inward reply, and once more 
cahn and serene, Bax^hel went on. At first, she 
hardly knew where she was. She stood in a dark 
thoroughfere where three streets met — three nar- 
row 'streets that scarcely broke on the surrounding 
gloom. Hesitatingly she took the first. It hap- 
pened to be that which she wanted. When Eachel 
xecogmuBed it, her pace slackened^ her heart beat, 
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her colour came • and went, she was much moved; 
she prayed too — she prayed with her whole 
heart, but she walked very slowly. And thus she 
reached at length a lonely little street not quite so 
gloomy as that which she had been foUowii^. 

She paused at the, comer shop for a moment 
It was a second-hand ironmonger's; rusty iron 
locks, and rusty tongs and shovels, and rusty goods 
of every description kept grim company to tattered 
books and a few old pictures> that had contracted 
an iron look in their vicinity. , A solitary gas-light 
lit the whole. 

Bachel stopped and looked at the books, and at 
the pictures, but only for a few seconds. If she 
stood there, it was not to gaze with passing curio- 
sity on those objects; she knew them all of old, as 
she knew every stone of that street; it was to wait 
until the flush of her cheek had 43ubsided, and the 
beating of her heart had grown stilL 

At length she went on. When she reached the 
middle of the street she paused; she stood near a 
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daik house, sfarooded wi&m &e ^oom of its door- 
way. Opposite her, on the other side of the way, 
was a small shop lit firom within. From where 

she stood, Bachel could see OTerything that passed 

j 
in that ahode. A carpent^ liyed there, for the 

place was fall of rongh deal hoards standing erect 
against the wall, and the floor was heaped high 
with shayings. Presently a door within opened, 
the master of the shop entered it, and set himself 
to work by the light of a tallow candle. He was | 

a tall, thin man, grey-headed and deeply wrinkled, | 

but strong and hale for his years. As he bent 
over his work, the light of the candle vividly de- 
fined his angnlar figure and sharp features. 
Rachel looked at him; her eyes fiUed with tears, 
she brushed them away with her hand, for they 
prevented her from seeing, but they returned i 

thicker and faster. 

"Oh! my father, my fiatherl" she cried within 
her heart, "why must I stand here in darkness | 

looking at you? why cannot I go in to you, like 
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other- daughters to their father? why do you not 
love your child?" Her heart seemed full to 
burstliig; her eyes overflowed, her breathing was 
broken by sobs, and in the simple and pathetic 
words of Scripture, she turned away her head, and 
raised her voice and wept aloud. 

Bachel Gray was the daughter of the grey-headed 
carpenter by a flrst wife; soon after whose death 
he had married again. Mrs. Gray was his second 
-wife, and the mother of his youngest daughter. 
She was kind in her way, but that was at the best 
a harsh one. Bachel was a timid, retiring child, 
plain, awkward, and sallo'<v, with nothing to attract 
the eye, and little to please the fancy. Mrs. Gray 
did not use her ill certainly, but neither did she 
give Jxer any great share in her affections. And 
why and how* should a step-mother have loved 
Bachel when her own father did not? when 
almost from her birth she had been to him as 
though she did not exist — as a beiog who, un- 
called for and unwanted, had come athwart his 
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life. I^ever had he, to her knowledge, taken her 
in his arms, or on his knee; never had he kiflsed 
or caressed her; never addressed to her one word 
of fondness, or even of common kindness. Neither, 
it is true, had he ill-used nor ill-treated her; he 
felt no unnatural aversion for his own flesh and. 
blood, nothing beyond a deep and incurable in- 
difference. For her, his heart remained as a barren 
and arid soil on which the sweet flower of love 
could never bloom. 

There was but one being in this narrow circle 
who really and fondly loved Rachel Gray. And 
this was Jane, her little half-sister. Eachel was 
her elder by ftill five years. When she was told 
one morning that Jane was bom, she heard the 
tidings with silent awe, then with eager curiosity, 
climbed up on a chair to peep at the rosy baby 
fast asleep in its cradle. From that day, she had 
but one thought — her little sister. How describe 
the mingled love and pride with which Bachel re- 
ceived the baby, when it was first confided to her 
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care, and when to her was 'allotted the delightful 
task of dragging about in her arms a heavy, 
screaming child? And who hut Eachel found 
Jane's first tooth? Who but Rachel taught Jane 
to speak; and taught her how to walk? Who else 
fulfilled for the helpless infant and wilful child 
every little office of kindness and of love, until at 
length there woke in her own childish heart some 
of that maternal fondness bom with woman, the 
feeling whence her deepest woes and her highest 
happiness alike must spring. When her father 
was unkind, when her step-mother was hasty, 
Rachel turned for comfort to her little sister. In 
her childish caresses, and words, and ways, she 
found solace and consolation. She did not feel it 
hard that she was to be the slave of a spoiled 
child, to wash, comb, and dress her, to work for 
her, to carry her, to sing to her, to play with her, 
and that, not when she liked, but when 
it pleased Jane. All this Eachel did not mind 
— Jane loved her. She knew it, she was sure 
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of it; and where there is love, there cannot be 
tyranny. 

Thus the two sisters grew up together, until 
one day, without previous warning, Thomas Gray- 
went off to America, and coolly left his wife and 
children behind. Mrs. Gray was a good and an 
upright woman; she reared her husband's child like 
her own, and worked for both, without ever re- 
pining at the double burden. When her husband 
returned to England, after three years* absence, 
Mrs. Gray lost no time in compelling him to grant 
her a weekly allowance for herself, and for the 
support of her children. Thomas Gray could not 
resist the claim; but he gave what the law com- 
pelled him to give, and no more. He never re- 
turned to live with his wife; he never expressed a 
wish to see either of his daughters. 

He had been back some years when Uttle Jane 
died at thirteen. She died, dreaming of heaven, 
with her hand in that of Eachel, and her head on 
Bachers bosom. She died, blessing her eldest sister 
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with her last breath, with love for her in the last 
look of her blue eyes, in the last smile of her wan 
lips. It was a happy death-bed — one to waken hope, 
not to call forth sorrow; and yet what became of 
the life of Kachel when Jane was gone? For a 
long time it was a dreary Toid — a melancholy 
succession of days and weeks and months, from 
which the happy light had fled — from which 
something sweet and delightfal was gone for ever. 

For, though it may be sweeter to love, than 
to be loved, yet it is hard always to give aad 
never to receive in return; aud when Jane died, 
Eachel knew weU enough that all the love she 
had to receive upon earth, had been given unto 
her. like the lost Pleiad, "seen no more below," 
the bright star of her life had left the sky. It 
burned in other heavens with more celestial light; 
but it shone no longer over her path — to cheer, 
to comfort, to illume. 

Mrs. Gray was kind; after her own fashion, 
she loved Rachel. They had grieved and suffered 
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together from the same sorrows, and kindred 
griefs can bind the farthest hearts; but beyond 
this there was no sympathy between them, and 
Mrs, Gray's affection, such as it was, waa fcee 
from a particle of tenderness. 

She was not naturally a patient or an amiable 
woman; and she had endured great and unmerited 
wrongs from Rachers father. Perhaps, she would 
have been more than human, had she not oc- 
casionally reminded her step-daughter of Mr. Tho- 
mas Gray's misdeeds, and now and then taunted 
her with a "He never cared about you — you 
know." 

Aye — Eachel knew it well enough. She 
knew that her own father loved her not — that 
though he had cared little for Jane, not being a 
tender-hearted man, still that he had cared some- 
what, for that younger, and more favoured child, 
l^hat before he left England, he would occasionally 
caress her; that when she died, tears had flowed 
down his stem cheek on hearing the tidings, and 
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that the words had escaped him: ''I am sony I 
was not there." 

All this Rachel knew. Her mind was too noble, 
and too firm for jealousy; her heart too pious, aad 
too humble for rebellious sorrow; but yet she 
found it hard to bear, and yery hard to be re- 
minded of it as a reproach and a shame. 

"Was it not enough that she could not win the 
affection she most longed for? She was devoted 
to her step-mother; she had fondly loved her 
younger sister; but earlier bom in her heart than 
these two loves, deeper, aad more solemn, was 
the love Eachel felt for her father. That instinct 
of nature, which in him was silent, in her spoke 
strongly. That share of love which he denied her, 
she silently added ,to her own, and united both in 
one fervent offering. Harshness and indifference 
had no power to quench a feeling, to which love 
iM kindness had not given birth. She loved 
because it was her destiny; because, as she once 
said herself, when speaking of another: "A daugh- 
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ter^s heart clings to her father with bonndless 
charity." 

Young as she was when Thomas Gray left his 
home, Eachel remembered him well. His looks, 
the very tones of his voice, were present to her. 
Not once, during the years of his absence, did 
the thought of her father cease to haunt her heart. 
When, from the bitter remarks of her step-mother, 
she learned that he had returned, and where he 
had taken up his home, she had no peace until 
she succeeded in obtaining a glimpse of him. 
Free, as are all the children of the poor, she made 
her way to the street where he lived, and many 
a day walked for weary miles in order to pass 
by her father's door. But she never crossed the 
threshold, never spoke to ^him, never let him 
know who she was, until the sad day when she 
bore to him the news of her sister's death. 

He received her with his usual coldness — 
in such emotion as he showed, she had no share, 
like strangers they had met — like strangers 
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ihey parted. But, though his coldness and her 
own timidity prevented nearer advances, they did 
Bot prevent Eachel from often seeking the remote 
neighbourhood and gloomy street where her father 
dwelt. 

It was a pleasure, though a sad one, to look 
on his face, even if she went not near him; and 
thus it happened, that on this dark night she 
stood in the sheltering obscurity of the well-known 
doorway, gazing on the solitary old man, yet 
venturing not to cross the narrow street. 

The wind blew &om the east It was cold 
and piercing; yet it could not draw Eachel 
fin)m her vigil of love. Still she looked and 
lingered, wishing she knew not what; and 
hoping against hope. Thus she stayed, until 
Thomas Gray left his work, put up the shut- 
ters, then left the house by the private door, 
and slowly walked away to the nearest pubUc- 
house. 
Rachel Gray* 3 
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The shop was once more a blank in the dark 
street. Bachel looked at the deserted dwelling 
and sighed; than softly and silently she stole 
away. 
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CHAPTER m. 

It was late when Eacliel reached home. She 
found her step-mother sitting up for her, rigid, 
amazed y indignant — so indignant , indeed, that 
though. she rated Eachel soundly for her audacity 
in presuming to stay out so long without previous 
leave obtained, she quite foi^ot to inquire parti- 
cularly why she had not come home earlier. A 
series of disasters had been occasioned by RacheFs 
absence; Jane and Mary had quarrelled, Mrs. Gray 
had been kept an hour waiting for her supper, the 
beer had naturally become flat and worthless, and 
whilst Mrs. Gray was sleeping — and how could 
she help sleeping, being quite Mnt and exhausted 
with her long vigil — puss had got up on the 
table and walked off with Eachel's polony. 

There was a touch of quiet humour in Rachel, 

and with a demure smile, she internally wondered 

3* 



36 BACHJSL GBiiT. 

why it was precisely .her polony that had been 
selected by puss, but aloud she merely declared 
that she could make an excellent supper on bread 
and beer. Mrs. Gray, who held the reins of 
domestic management in their little household, 
assured her that she had better, for that nothing 
else was she going to get; she sat down heroically 
determined to eat the whole of her polony in order 
to punish and provoke her step-daughter; but some- 
how or other the half of that dainty had, before 
the end of the meal, found its way to the plate 
of Eachel, who, when she protested against this 
act of generosity, was imperiously ordered to hold 
her tongue, which order she did not dare to resist; 
for if Mrs. Gray's heart was mellow, her temper 
was suffiaiently tart. 

The apprentices had long been gone to bed; 
as soon as supper was over, Mrs. Gray intimated 
to Eachel the propriety of following their example. 
Eachel ventured to demur meekly. 

"I caimot, mother — I have work to finish." 
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''Then better have sat at home and finished it^ 
than have gone gadding abont, and nearly got a 
pitch plaster on your month/' gnunbled Mrs. Gray, 
who was a firm believer in pitch plasters, and 
abdnctions, and highway robberies , and all sorts 
of horrors. ''Mind yon don't set the honse a fire/' 
ahe added, retiring. 

"Why, mother," said Eachel, smiling, "yon 
treat me like a child, and I am twenty-six." 

"What abont that? when yon aint got no more 
sense than a baby." 

Bachel did not yentore to dispute, a proposition 
80 distinctly stated. She remained up, and sat 
sewing until her work was finished; she then took 
out from some secret repository a small end of 
candle, lit it, and extinguished the long candle, 
by the light of which she had been working. 
From her pocket she took a small key; it opened 
a work-box, whence she drew a shirt collar finely 
stitched; she worked until her eyes ached, but 
she heeded it not, until they closed with inyolun- 
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tary ^Ugae and sleep, and still she would not 
obey the voice of weariM nature; still she stitched 
for love, like the poor shirtmaker for bread, until, 
without previous warning, her caudle end suddenly 
flickered, then expired in its socket, and left her 
in darkness. Badiel gently opened the window, 
and partly unclosed the shutter; the moon was 
riding in the sky above the old house opposite, 
her pale clear light glided over its brown walls 
and the quiet street, down into the silent parlour 
of Eachel. She looked around her, moved at 
seeing familiar objects under an unusual aspect 
In that old chair she had often seen her father 
sitting; on such a moonlight night as this she 
and Jane, then already declining, had sat by the 
window, and looking at that same sky, had talked 
with youthful fervour of high and eternal things. 
And now Jane knew the divine secrets she 
had guessed from afar, and Thomas Gray, alas! 
was a stranger and an alien in his own 
home. 
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"Who knows," thought Eaehel, "but he will 
return flome day? Who knows — who can tell? 
Life is long, and hope is eternal. Ah! if Ae should 
come back, even though he never looked at me, 
never spoke, blessed, thrice blessed, should ever 

be held the day " And a prayer, not framed 

in words, but in deep feelings, gushed like a pure 
spring from her inmost heart. But, indeed, when 
did she not piay? When was God divided from 
her thoughts? When did prayer fail to prompt 
the kind, gentle words that fell from her lips, or 
to lend its daily grace to a pure and blameless 
life? 

For to her, God was not what He, alas! is to 
so many — an unapproachable Deity, to be wor- 
shipped from afar, in fear and trembling, or a' 
cold though sublime abstraction. !N^o, Jesus was 
her Mend, her counsellor, her refrige. There was 
familiarity and tenderness in her very love for 
Him; and, though she scarcely knew it herself, 
a deep and fervent sense of His divine humanity. 
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of those thirty-three years of earthly life, of toil, 
of poverty, of trouble, and of sorrow which move 
our very hearts within us, when we look from 
Bethlehem to Calvary, from the lowly birth 
in the Manger to the bitter death on the 
Cross. 

We might ask, were these the |)ages to raise 
such questions, why Jesus is not jaore loved 
thus — as a Mend, and a dear one, rather than 
as a cold master to be served, not for love, but 
for wages. But let it rest. Sufficient is it for us 
to know that not thus did Bachel Gray love him, 
but with a love in which humility and tenderness 
equally blended. 

After a meditative pause, she quietly put away 
her things by moonlight, then again closed shutter 
and window, and softly stole up to the room which 
she shared with her step-mother. She soon feU 
asleep, and dreamed that she had gone to live 
with her father, who said to her, "Kachel! 
Eachel!" So great was her joy, that she awoke. 
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She found her mother already up^ and scolding 
her becaase she still slept. 

"Mother," asked Eachel, leaning up on one 
elbow, "was it you who called me, Rachel?" 

"Why aint I been a calling of you this last 
hour?" asked Mrs. Gfray, with much asperity. 

Eachel checked a sigh, and rose. 

"Get up Jane — get up Mary," said Mrs. Gray, 
rapping soundly at the room door of the two 
apprentices. 

"Let them sleep a little longer, poor young 
things!" implored Eachel. 

"No, that I won't," replied her mother, with 
great determination, "lazy little creatures." 

And to the imminent danger of her own knuckles, 
she rapped so pertinaciously, that Jane and Mary 
were unable to feign dea&iess, and replied, the 
former acting as spokeswoman, that Mrs. Gray 
needn't be making all that noise; for that they 
heard her, and were getting up. "I thought I'd 
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make them hear me/' muttered Mrs. Gray, hobbling 
down stairs. | 

There are some beings who lead lives so calm, , 

that when they look back on years, they seem to j 

read the story of a few days; and of these was I 

Eachel Gray. Life for her flowed duU, monotonous ' 

and quiet, as that of a nun in her cloister. The 
story of one day was the story of the next. A few 
hopes, a few precious thoughts she treasured in 
her heart; but outwardly, to work, to hear idle 
gossip, to eat, drink, and sleep, seemed her whole 
portion, her destiny from mom till night, from 
birth to the grave. 

Li^e every day passed this day. When it grew 
so dark that she could see no more to work, she 
put her task by, and softly stole away to a little 
back room up-stairs. 

It was a very small room indeed, with a bed, 
where the apprentices slept; a chest of drawers, 
a table, and two chairs: — many a closet is larger. 
Its solitary window looked out on the little yard 
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below; low walls, against which grew Eachel's 
stocks aad wall-flowers , enclosed it. From the next 
house, there came the laughter and the screams 
too of children, and of babies; and &om a neigh- 
bouring forge, a loud, yet not unmusical clanking, 
with which now and then, blended the rude voices 
of the men, singing snatches of popular songs. 
Dimmed by the smoke of the forge, and by the 
natural heaviness of a London atmosphere, the sky 
enclosed all; yet, even through the smoke and 
haze, Mr rosy gleams of the setting sun shone in 
that London itky, and at the zenith there was a 
space of pure, ethereal blue — r soft, and very far 
from sin^ and suffering earth, where glittered in 
calm beauty a large and tranquil star. 

Bachel sat by the window. She listened to 
earth: she looked at Heaven. Her heart swelled 
with love, and prayer, and tenderness, and hope. 
Tears of delight filled her eyes; she mimnured to 
herself verses from psalms and hymns — all praising 
God, all telling the beauty of God's creation. Oh! 
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pure and beantifiily indeed, would be tlie stoiy of 
these your evening musings , if we could lightly 
tell it here, Bachel Qray. 

Beader, if to learn how a fine nature found its 
way through darkness and mist, and some suffimng 
to' the highest, and to the noblest of the delights 
God has granted to man — the religious and the 
intellectual; if, we say, to learn this give you 
pleasure, you may read on to the end of the 
chapter; if not, pass on at once to the next 
These pages were not written for you; and even 
though you should read them, feel and understand 
them, you never wiU. 

Our life is twofold; and of that double life, 
which, like all of us, Eachel bore within her, we 
have as yet said but little. She was now twenty 
six; a tall, thin, sallow woman,- ungiacefdl, of 
shy manners, and but little speech; but with a 
gentle face, a broad forehead, and large brown 
eyes. By trade, she was a dress-maker, of small 
pretensions; her fstther had forsaken her early, and 
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her step-mother had reared her. This much, knew 
the little world in which moved Eachel Gray, 
this much, and no more. We may add, that this 
some little world had, in its wisdom, pronounced 
Bachel Gray a fool. 

Her education had been very limited. She 
knew how to read, and she could write, but neither 
easily nor welL For though God had bestowed 
on her the rare dower of a fine mind. He had 
not added to it the much more common, though 
infinitely less precioua gift;, of a quick intellect 
She learned slowly, with great dif&culty, with 
sore pain and trouble. Her teachers, one and all, 
pronounced her dull; her step-mother was ashamed 
of her, and to her dying day thought Bachel no 
better than a simpleton. 

Eachel felt this keenly; but she had no means 
of self-defence. She had not the least idea of how 
she could prove that she was not an idiot One 
of the characteristics of childhood and of youth is 
a painful inability, an entire powerlessness of 
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giving the form of speech to its deepest and most 
fervent feelings. The infirmity generally dies off 
with years, perhaps because also dies off the veiy 
strength of those feelii^s; but even as they were 
to last for ever with Bachel Gray, so was that 
infirmity destined to endure. Shy, sensitive, and 
nervous, she was a noble book, sealed to all 
save God. 

At eleven, her education, such as it was, was 
over. Eachel had to work, and earn her bread. 
She was reared religiously, and hers was a deeply 
religious nature. The misapplication of religion 
narrows stUl more a narrow mind, but religion, 
taken in its true sense, enlai^es a noble one. Yet^ 
not without strife, not without suffenng, did Eachel 
make her way. She was ignorant, and she was 
alone; how to ask advice jshe knew not, for she 
could not explain herself. Sometimes she seemed 
to see the most sublime truths, plain as in a book; 
at other times, they floated dark and clouded 
before her gaze, or vanished in deep obscurity, 
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and left her alone and cast down. She. suffered 
years, until, from her very sufferings, perfect 
faith was horn, and from faith unhounded trust 
in God, affier which her soul sank in deep and 
blessed peace. 

And now, when rest was won, there came the 
want for more. Religion is love. Bachel wanted 
thought, that child of the intellect, as love is the 
child of the heart. She did not know herself 
what it was that she needed, until she discovered 
and possessed it — until she could read a book, 
a pamphlet, a scrap of verse, and brood over it^ 
like a bird over her young, not for hours, not 
for days, but for weeks — blest in that silent 
meditation. Her mind was tenacious, but slow; 
she read few books — many would have disturbed 
her. Sweeter and pleasanter was it to Bachel to 
think over what she did read, and to treasure 
it up in the chambers of her mind, than to fiU 
liiofle chambeis with heaps of knowledge. Indeed 
for knowledge Bachel cased oomparatively litUe. In 
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pure and beantifnl, indeed, wonld be tihe story of 
these your evening musings, if we could rightly 
tell it here, Eachel Gray. 

Header, if to learn how a £ne nature found its 
way throi^h darkness and mist, and some suffering 
to the highest, and to the noblest of the delights 
God has granted to man — the religious and the 
intellectual; if, we say, to learn this give you 
pleasure, you may read on to the end of the 
chapter; if not, pass on at once to the next 
These pages were not written for you; and even 
though you should read them, feel and understand 
them, you never wiU. 

Our life is twofold; and of that double life, 
which, like all of us, Eachel bore within her, we 
have as yet said but little. She was now twenty 
six; a tall, thin, sallow woman,- ungraceful, of 
shy manners, and but little speech; but with a 
gentle face, a broad forehead, and large brown 
eyes. By trade, she was a dress-maker, of small 
pretensions; her father had forsaken her early, and 
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giving the fonn of speech to its deepest and most 
fervent feelings. The infirmity generally dies off 
with years, perhaps because also dies off the very 
strength of those feelings; but even as they were 
to last for ever with Bachel Gray, so was that 
infirmity destined to endure. Shy, sensitive, and 
nervous, she was a noble book, sealed to all 
save God. 

At eleven, her education, such as it was, was 
over. Rachel had to work, and earn her bread. 
She was reared religiously, and hers was a deeply 
religious nature. The misapplication of religion 
narrows still more a narrow mind, but religion, 
taken in its true sense, enlarges a noble one. Yei^ 
not without strife, not without suffering, did Bachel 
make her way. She was ignorant, and she was 
alone; how to ask advice jshe knew not, for she 
could not explain herself. Sometimes she seemed 
to see the most sublime truths, plain as in a book; 
at other times, they floated dark and clouded 
before her gaze, or vanished in deep obscurity, 
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and left her alone and cast down. She. suffered 
years, until, from her very sufferings, perfect 
faith was bom, and from faith unbounded trust 
in God, after which her soul sank in deep and 
blessed peace. 

And now, when rest was won, there came the 
want for more. Eeligion is love. Bachel wanted 
thought, that child of the intellect, as love is the 
child of the heart. She did not know herself 
what it was that she needed, until she discovered 
and possessed it — until she could read a book, 
a pamphlet, a scrap of yerse, and brood oyer it, 
like a bird oyer her young, not for hours » not 
for days, but for weeks — blest in that silent 
meditation. Her mind was tenacious, but slow; 
she read few books — many would haye disturbed 
her. Sweeter and pleasanter was it to Bachel to 
think oyer what she did read, and to treasure 
it up in the chambers of her mind, than to fill 
those chambezB with heaps of knowledge. Indeed 
fo knowledge Eachel cased oomparatiyely little. In 
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tary fbtigue and sleep, and still she would not 
obey the voice of weariM nature; still she stitched 
for love, like the poor shirtmaker for bread, until, 
without previous warning, her candle end suddenly 
flickered, then expired in its socket, and left; her 
in darkness. Badiel gently opened the window, 
and partly unclosed the shutter; the moon was 
riding in the sky above the old house opposite, 
her pale clear light glided over its brown walls 
and the quiet street, down into the silent parlour 
of Eachel. She looked around her, moved at 
seeing fsimiliar objects under an unusual aspect 
In timt old chair she had often seen her father 
sitting; on such a moonlight night as this she 
and Jane, then already declining, had sat by the 
window, and looking at that same sky, had talked 
with youthful fervour of high and eternal things. 
And now Jane knew the divine secrets she 
had guessed from afar, and Thomas Gray, alas! 
was a strai^r and an alien in his own 
home. 
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"Who knows," thought Rachel, *'hut he unll 
letoni some day? Who knows — who can tell? 
life is long, and hope is etemaL Ah! if Ae should 
come back, even though he never looked at me, 
never spoke, blessed, thrice blessed, should ever 

be held the day " And a prayer, not framed 

in words, but in deep feelings, gushed like a pure 
spring from her inmost heart. But, indeed, when 
did she not pray? When was God divided from 
her thoughts? When did prayer fail to prompt 
the kind, gentle words that fell from her lips, or 
to lend its daily grace to a pore and blameless 
life? 

Por to her, God was not what He, alas! is to 
so many — an unapproachable Deity, to be wor- 
shipped from afar, in fear and trembling, or a* 
cold though sublime abstraction. Ko, Jesus was 
her friend, her counsellor, her refuge. There was 
familiarity and tenderness in her very love for 
Him; and, though she scarcely knew it herself, 
a deep and fervent sense of His divine humanity. 
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of those thirty-three years of earthly life, of toil, 
of poverty, of trouble, and of sorrow which move 
our very hearts within us, when we look from 
Bethlehem to Calvary, from the lowly birth 
in the Maimer to the bitter death on the 
Cross. 

We might ask, were these the |)ages to raise 
such questions, why Jesus is not |nore loved 
thus — as a friend, and a dear one, rather than 
as a cold master to be served, not for love, but 
for wages. But let it rest. Sufficient is it for us 
to know that not thus did Eachel Gray love him, 
but with a love in which humility and tenderness 
equally blended. 

After a meditative pause, she quietly put away 
her things by moonlight, then again closed shutter 
and window, and softly stole up to the room which 
she shared with her step-mother. She soon fell 
asleep, and dreamed that she had gone to live 
with her father, who said to her, '^Eachel! 
Eachel!" So great was her joy, that she awoke. 
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She found her mother already up, and scolding 
her because she still slept. 

^'Mother/' asked Eachel, leaning up on one 
elbow, "was it you who called me, Rachel?*' 

"Why aint I been a calling of you this last 
hour?" asked Mrs. Gray, with much asperity. 

Kachel checked a sigh, and rose. 

"Get up Jane — get up Mary," said Mrs. Gray, 
rapping soundly at the room door of the two 
apprentices. 

"Let them sleep a little longer, poor young 
things!" implored Eachel. 

"No, that I won't," replied her mother, with 
great determination, "lazy little creatures." 

And to the imminent danger of her own knuckles, 
she rapped so pertinaciously, that Jane and Mary 
were unable to feign dea&ess, and replied, the 
former acting as spokeswoman, that Mrs. Gray 
needn't be making all that noise; for that they 
Heard her, and were getting up. "I thought I'd 
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make them hear me/' muttered Mrs. Gray, hobbling 
down stairs. 

There are some beings who lead lives so calm, 
that when they look back on years, they seem to 
read the story of a few days; and of these was 
Rachel Gray. Life for her flowed dull, monotonous 
and quiet, as that of a nun in her cloister. The 
story of one day was the story of the next. A few 
hopes, a few precious thoughts she treasured in 
her heart; but outwardly, to work, to hear idle 
gossip, to eat, drink, and sleep, seemed her whole 
portion, her destiny from mom till night, from 
birth to the grave. 

like every day passed this day. "When it grew 
so dark that she could see no more to work, she 
put her task by, and softly stole away to a little 
back room up-stairs. 

It was a very small room iudeed, with a bed, 
where the apprentices slept; a chest of drawers, 
a table, and two chairs: — many a closet is larger. 
Its solitary window looked out on the little yard 
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below; low waUs, against which grew BAchel's 
stooks aad wall-flowers , enclosed it. From the next 
house y there came the laughter and the screams 
too of children, and of babies; and from a neigh- 
bouring forge, a loud, yet not unmusical clanking, 
with which now and then, blended the rude voices 
of the men, singing snatches of popular songs. 
Dimmed by the smoke of the forge, and by the 
natural heaviness of a London atmosphere, the sky 
enclosed all; yet, even through the smoke and 
haze, fair rosy gleams of the setting sun shone in 
that London 43ky, and at the zenith there was a 
space of pure, ethereal blue —r soft, and very far 
from sinful and suffering earth, where glittered in 
calm beauty a large and tranquil star. 

Bachel sat by the window. She listened to 
earth: she looked at Heaven. Her heart swelled 
with love, and prayer, and tenderness, and hope. 
Tears of delight flUed her eyes; she murmured to 
heiaelf verses from psalms and hymns — all praising 
God, all telling the beauty of God's creation. Oh! 
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pure and beantifnl, indeed, wonld be the story of 
these your evening musings, if we could rightly 
tell it here, Rachel Gray. 

Header, if to learn how a £ne nature found its 
way throi^li darkness and mist, and some suffering 
to' the highest, and to the noblest of the delights 
God has granted to man — the religious and the 
intellectual; if, we say, to learn this give you 
pleasure, you may read on to the end of the 
chapter; if not, pass on at once to the next 
These pages were not written for you; and even 
though you should read them, feel and understand 
them, you never will. 

Our life is twofold; and of that double life, 
which, like all of us, Rachel bore within her, we 
have as yet said but little. She was now twenty 
six; a tall, thin, sallow woman,- ungraceM, of 
shy manners, and but little speech; but with a 
gentle face, a broad forehead, and large brown 
eyes. By trade, she was a dress-maker, of small 
pretensions; her father had forsaken her early, and 
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her step-mother had reared her. This much^ knew 
the little world in which moved Eachel Gray, 
this much, and no more. We may add, that this 
same little world had, in its wisdom, pronounced 
Bachel Gray a fool. 

Her education had been very limited. She 
knew how to read, and she could write, but neither 
easily nor welL For though God had bestowed 
on her the rare dower of a fine mind. He had 
not added to it the much more common, though 
infinitely less precious, gift, of a quick intellect 
She learned slowly, with great difficulty, witibi 
sore pain and trouble. Her teachers, one and all, 
pronounced her dull; her step-mother was ashamed 
of her, and to her dying day thought Eachel no 
better than a simpleton. 

Sachel felt this keenly; but she had no means 
of self-defence. She had not the least idea of how 
she could prove that she was not an idiot. One 
of the characteristics of childhood and of youth is 
a painfizl inability, an entire powerlessness of 
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giving the form of speech to its deepest and most 
fervent feelings. The infirmity generally dies off 
with years, perhaps because also dies off the very 
strength of those feelings; but even as they were 
to last for ever with Rachel Gray, so was that 
infirmity destined to endure. Shy, sensitive, and 
nervous, she was a noble book, sealed to all 
save God. 

At eleven, her education, such as it was, was 
over. Eachel had to work, and earn her bread. 
She was reared religiously, and hers was a deeply 
religious nature. The misapplication of religion 
narrows still more a narrow mind, but religion, 
taken in its true sense, enlarges a noble one. Yet^ 
not without strife, not without suffering, did Eachel 
make her way. She was ignorant, and she was 
alone; how to ask advice jshe knew not, for she 
could not explain herself. Sometimes she seemed 
to see the most sublime truths, plain as in a book; 
at other times, they floated dark and clouded 
before her gaze, or vanished in deep obscurity, 
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and left her alone and cast down. She. suffered 
years, until, from her very sufferings, perfect 
Mth was bom, and from faith unbounded trust 
in God, after which her soul sank in deep and 
blessed peace. 

And now, when rest was won, there came the 
want for more. Eeligion is love. Bachel wanted 
thought, that child of the intellect, as love is the 
child of the heart. She did not know herself 
what it was that she needed, until she discovered 
and possessed it — until she could read a book, 
a pamphlet, a scrap of verse, and brood over it, 
like a bird over her young, not for hours, not 
for days, but for weeks — blest in that silent 
meditation. Her mind was tenacious, but slow; 
she read few books — many would have disturbed 
her. Sweeter and pleasanter was it to Bachel to 
think over what she did read, and to treasure 
it up in the chambers of her mind, than to fiU 
those chambexs with heaps of knowledge. Indeed 
fiir knowledge Bachel cared oomparatively litUe. In 
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such as displayed more clearly the glories of God's 
creation she delighted; but man's learning, man's 
science, touched her not. To think was her delight; 
a silent, solitary, forbidden pleasure, in which Eachel 
had to indulge by stealth. 

For aU this time, and especially since the death 
of her sister, she suffered keenly from home troubles, 
from a Httle domestic persecution, painful, pertina- 
cious, and irritating. Mrs. Gray vaguely felt that 
her daughter was not like other girls, and not 
knowing that she was in reality very far beyond 
most; feeling, too, that Eachel was whoUy unlike 
herself, and jealously resenting the fact, she teased 
her unceasingly, and did her best to interrupt thd 
fits of meditation, which she did not scruple to term 
"moping." When her mind was most haunted 
with some fine thought, Eachel had to talk to her 
step-mother, to listen to her, and to take care not 
to reply at random; if she failed in any of these 
obligations, half-an-hour's lecture was the least 
penalty she could expect. Dear to her, for this 
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reason ; were the few moments of solitude she 
could call her own; dear to her was that little 
room, where she could steal away at twilight time 
and think in peace. 

Very unlike her age was this ignorant dress- 
maker of the nineteenth century. Ask the men 
and women of the day to read volumes; why, there 
is not a season but they go through the Herculean 
labour of swallowing down histories written faster 
than time flies, novels by the dozen, essays, 
philosophic and political, books of travels, of science, 
of statistics, besides the nameless host of reviews, 
magazines, and papers, daily and weekly. Ask 
them to study: why, what is there they do not 
know, from the ^lost futile accomplishment to the 
most abstruse science? Ask them too, if you like, 
to enter life, to view it under all its aspects; why, 
they have travelled over the whole earth; and life, 
they know from the palace down to the hovel; 
but bid them think! They stare aghast: it is the 
task of Sisyphus — the labour of the Danaide; 

Rachel Gray. 4 
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as fast as thought enters their mind, it goes out 
again. Bid them commune, one day with God and 
their own hearts — they reply dejectedly that they 
cannot; for their intellect is quick and. brilliant, 
but their heart is cold. And thought springs from 
the heart, and in her heart had Bachel Qray 
found it. 

The task impossible to them was to her easy 
and delightful. Time wore on; deeper and more 
exquisite grew what Rachel quaintly termed to 
herself 'Hhe pleasure of thinking." And oh! she 
thought sometimes, and it was a thought that made 
her heart bum, "Oh! that people only knew the 
pleasures of thinking! Oh! if people would only 
think!'* And mom, and noon^' and night, and 
bending over her work, or sitting at peaceful 
twilight time in the little back room, Eachel 
thought; and thus she went on through life, 
between those two fedr sisters, Thought and 
Prayer. 

Beader, hare you known many thinkers? We 
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confess that we hare known many men and women 
of keen and great intellect, some geniuses; but 
only one real thinker have we known, only one 
who really thought for thought's own sake, and 
that one was Eachel Gray. 

And now, if she moves through this story, 
thinking much and doing little, you know why. 



4* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

It was not merely in meditation that Eachel 
indulged, when she sought the little room. The 
divine did not banish the human &om her heart; 
and she had Mends known to her, but from that 
back room window; but friends they were, and, in 
their way and degree, valued ones. 

First, came the neighbour's children. By 
standing up on an old wooden stool in ihe yard, 
they could see Eachel at h^er window, and Eachel 
could see them. They were rude and ignorant 
little things enough, and no better than young 
heathens, in rearing and knowledge; yet they liked 
to hear Eachel singing hymns in a low voice; 
they even caught from her, scraps of verses, and 
sang them in their own fashion; and when Eachel, 
hearing this, took courage to open a conversation 
with them, and to teach them as weU as she 
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could, she found in them yoluntary and sufficiently 
docile pupils. Their intercourse, indeed, was brief, 
and limited to a few minutes every evening that 
Bachel could steal up to her little room, but it was 
cordial and free. 

Another Mend had Kachel, yet one with whom 
she had never exchanged speech. There existed, 
at the back of Mrs. Gray's house, a narrow court, 
inhabited by the poorest of the poor. Over part of 
this court, Mrs.. Gray's back windows commanded 
a prospect which few would have envied — yet it 
had proved to Rachel thp source of the truest aud 
Ihe keenest pleasure. 

From her window, Eachel could look clearly 
into a low damp cellar opposite, the abode of a little 
old Frenchwoman, known in the neighbourhood, as 
"mad Madame Rose." 

Madame Rose, as she called herself, was a very 
diminutive old woman — unusually so, but small 
and neat in all her limbs, and brisk in all her 
movements. She was dry, too, and brown as 
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a nut, with a restless black eye, and a voluble 
tongue, which she exercised mostly in her native 
language — not that Madame Eose could not speak 
English; she had resided some fifteen years in 
London, and could say *yes' and *no,' &c., quite 
fluently. Her attire looked peculiar, in this country, 
but it suited her person excellently well; it was 
simply that of a French peasant woman, with high 
peaked cap, and kerchief, both snow-white, short 
petticoats, aud full, a wide apron, clattering wooden 
shoes ) and blue stockings. 

What wind of fortune had wafted this little 
French fairy to a London cellar, no one ever knew. 
How she lived, was almost as great a mystery. 
Every Sunday morning, she went forth, witii a little 
wooden stool, and planted herself at the door of the 
French chapel; she asked for nothing, but took 
what she got. Lideed, her business there did not 
seem to be to get anything, but to make herself 
busy. She nodded to every one who went in or 
outy gave unasked-for information^ and assisted the 
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policeman in keeping the cairiageB in order. She 
darted in and out, among wheels and horses, with 
reckless audacity; and once, to the iufoiite wrath 
of a fat liveried coachman, she suspended herself — 
she was rather s&ort — from the aristocratio reins 
he held, and boldly attempted to turn Hie heads of 
his horses. Qa week days, Madame Eose stayed 
in her cellar, and knitted. It was this part of 
her life which Eachel knew, and it was the most 
beautiful; for this little, laughed-at being, who lived 
upon charity, was, herself, all charity. Never yet, 
for five years that Eachel had watched her, had 
she seen Madame Eose alone in her cellar. Poor 
girls, who looked very much like out-oasts, old and 
infirm women, helpless children, had successively 
shared the home, the bed, and the board of 
Madame Eose. For her seemed written the beauti- 
ful record, "I was naked, and ye clothed me; 
I was hungry, and ye fed me: athirst, and ye 
gave me drink; and I was houseless, and you 
sheltered me." 
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"With humble admiratioii, Hachel saw a charity 
and a zeal which she could not imitate. Like Mary, 
she could sit at the feet of the Lord, and, looking 
up, listen, rapt and absorbed, to the diyine 
teaching. But the spirit of Martha, the holy 
zeal and fervour with which she bade welcome 
to her heavenly guest, were not among the gifts 
of Eachel Gray. 

Yet, the pleasure with which she stood in the 
comer of her own window, and looked down into 
the cellar of Madame Hose, was not merely that 
of religious sympathy or admiration. As she saw 
it this evening, with the taUow light that burned 
on the table, rendering every object minutely 
distinct, Eachel looked with another feeHng than 
that of mere curiosity. She looked with the 
artistic pleasure we feel, when we gaze at some 
clearly-painted Dutch picture, with its back-ground 
of soft gloom, and its homely details of domestic 
life, relieved by touches of brilliant light. Poor 
as this cellar was, a painter would have liked it 
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well; he would surely have delighted in the brown 
and crazy clothes-press, that stood at the further 
end 9 massive and dark; in the shining kitchen 
utensils that decorated the walls; in the low and 
many-coloured bed; in the clean, white deal table; 
in the smouldering fire, that burned in that 
dark grate, like a red eye; especially would he 
have gloried in the quaint little figure of Madame 
Bose. 

She had been cooking her supper, and she now 
sat down to it. In doing so, she caught sight of 
BachePs figure; they were acquainted — that is 
to say, that Madame Eose, partly aware of the 
interest Bachel took in such glimpses as she 
obtained of her own daily life, favoured her with 
tokens of recognition, whenever she caught sight 
of her, far or near. She now nodded in friendly 
style, laughed, nodded again, and with that 
communicativeneBs which formed part of her 
character, successively displayed every article of 
her supper for Eachel's inspection. First, came 
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a dishful of dark liquid — onion soup it was — 
then, a piece of bread, not a large one; then, two 
apples; then a small bit of cheese — for Madame 
Eose was a Frenchwoman, and she would have her 
soup, and her dish, and her dessert, no matter on 
what dcale, or in what quantity. 

But the supper of Madame Eose did not alone 
attract the attention and interest of EacheL For 
a week, Madame Eose had enjoyed her cellar to 
herself; her last guest, an old and infirm woman, 
having died of old age; but, since the preceding 
day, she had taken in a new tenant — an idiot 
girl, of some fourteen years of age, whom her father, 
an inhabitant of the court, had lately forsaken, and 
whom society, that negligent step-mother of man, 
had left to her fate. 

And now, with tears of emotion and admiration^ 
Eachel watched the little Frenchwoman feeding her 
adopted child'; having first girt its neck with a sort 
of bib, Madame Eose armed herself with a Jong 
handled spoon, and standing before it — she was 
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too short to sit — she deliberately poured a sufi- 
cient quantity of onion soup down its throat 
a proceeding which the idiot girl received with 
great equanimity , opening and shutting her mouth 
with exemplary regularity and seriousness. 

So absorbed was Eachel in looking, that she 
never heard her mother calling her from below, 
until the summons was/ for a third time, angrily 
repeated. 

"Now, Eachel, what are you doing up there?" 
asked the sharp voice of Mrs. Gray, at the foot of 
the staircase; "moping, as usual! Eh?" 

Eachel started, aad hastened down stairs, a little 
frightened. She had remained unusually long. 
What if her mother should suspect that she had 
gone up for the purpose of thinking? Mrs. Gray 
had no such suspicion, fortunately; else she would 
surely have been horror-struck at the monstrous 
idea, that Eachel should actually dare to think! 
The very extravagance of the supposition saved 
EacheL It was not to be thought of. 
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The candle was lit. Mrs. Brown and another 
neighbour had looked in. Gossip, flavoured with 
. scandal — else it would have been tasteless — 
was at fidl galop. 

"La! but didn't I always say so?" exclaimed 
Mrs. Brown, who had always said everything. 

"I couldn't have believed it, that I couldn't!" 
emphatically observed Mrs. Gray. 

"La, bless you, Mr^. O^ray! / could/' sneered 
the neighbour, who was sharp, thin, and ir- 
ritable. 

Even Jane had her word: 

"I never liked her," she said, giving her thread 
a pull. 

"Who is she?" languidly asked Mary, letting 
her work fall on her knees. 

"Never you mind. Miss," tartly replied Jane. 
"Just stitch on, will you?" 

Mrs. Brown was again down on the unlucky 
absent one. 

"Serve her right," she said, benevolently. 
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"Serve her right — the set up thing! Oh! there's 
Eachel. Lawk, Eachel! what a pity you ain't been 
here! You never heard such a story as has come 
out about that little fitaymaker, Humpy, as I call 
her. Why, she's been a making love to — la! 
but I can't help laughing, when I think of it; 
and it's all true, every word of it; aint it, Mrs. 
Smith?" 

Mrs. Smith loftily acquiesced. 

"Oh! my little room — my little room!'' in- 
wardly sighed Eachel, as she sat down to her 
work. She hoped that the ptory was, at least, 
finished and over; but if it was, the commentaries 
upon it were only beginning, and Heaven knows 
if they were not various and abundant. 

Bachel did her best to abstract herself; to 
hear, and not listen. She succeeded so well that 
sh^ only awoke from her dream when Mrs. Brown 
said to her, 

"Well, Eachel, why don't you answer, then?" 
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Eachel looked up, with a start, and said^ in 
some trepidation, 

"Answer! I didn't hear you speak, ma'am." 

"Didn't you now!" knowingly observed Mrs, 
Brown, winking on the rest of the company. 

"No, ma'am, I did not, indeed," replied Rachel, 
earnestly. 

"Bless the girl!" said Mrs. Brown, laughing 
outright; "why, you must be growing deaf." 

"I hope not," said Rachel, rather perplexed; 
"yet, perhaps, I am; for, indeed, I did not hear 
you." 

"La, Miss Gray! don't you see they are 
making fiin of you?" impatiently observed Jeuie. 
"Why, Mrs. Brown hadn't been a saying anything 
at aU." 

Rachel reddened a little, and there was a 
general laugh at her expense. The joke was cer- 
tainly a witiy one. But Mrs. Gfray, who was a 
touchy woman, was not pleased; and no sooner 
were her amiable visitors gone, than she gave it 
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to Eachel for having been lai^hed at with inso- 
lent rudeness. 

"If yoa were not sich a simpleton," she said, 
in great anger, "people wouldn't dare to laugh at 
you. They wouldn't take the liberty. .No one ever 
laughed at me, I can tell you. No Mrs. Brown; 
no, nor no Mrs. Smith either. But you! why, 
they'll do anythink to you." 

Bachel looked up from her work into her* 
mother's face. It rose to her lips to say — "If 
you were not the first to make little of me, would 
others dare to do so?" but she remembered her 
lonely forsaken childhood, and bending once more 
over her task, Bachel held her peace. 

"I want to go to bed," peevishly said Mary. 

"G?hen go, my dear," gently replied Eachel. 

"You'U spoil that girl," observed Mrs. Gray, 
with great asperity. 

"She is not strong," answered Rachel; "and 
I promised Mr. Jones she should not work too 
much." 
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"Not much fear of that^" drily said Jane, as 
the door closed on Mary. 

'No one answered. Kachel worked; her mother 
read the paper, and for an hour there was deep 
silence in the parlour. As the church clock struck 
nine, a knock came at the door. Jane opened, 
and a rosy, good-humoured looking man entered 
the parlour. He was about forty, short, stout, 
with rather a low forehead, and stubby hair; 
altogether, he seemed more remarkable for good- 
nature than for intelligence. At once his look 
went round the room. 

"Mary is gone to bed, Mr. Jones," said Kachel, 
smiling. 

"To bed! - She ain't ill, I hope. Miss Gray," 
he exclaimed, with an alarmed start. 

"111! Oh, no! but she felt tired. I am sorry 
you have had this long walk for nothing." 

"Never mind, Miss Gray,** he replied cheer- 
fully; then sitting down, and wiping his moist 
brow, he added — "the walk does me good, and 
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ihen I hear how she is, and Tye fhe pleasuie 
of seeing you all. And so she's quite well, is 
she?" 

He leaned his two hands on the head of his 
walkingHstick, and looking oyer it, smiled ahstract- 
edly at his own thoughts. Mrs. Gray roused him 
with the query — 

''And what do you think of the state of the 
nation, Mr. Jones?" 

Mr. Jones scratched his head, looked puzzled, 
hemmed, and at length came out with the candid 
coi]iession: 

"Mrs. Gray, I ain't no politician. For all I see, 
politics only brings a poor man into trouble. Look 
at the Chartists, and the tenth of April" 

"Ah! poor things!" sighed Bachel, "I saw them 
— they passed by here. How thin they were — 
bow careworn they looked!" 

MzB. Gray remained aghast Baohel had ac^ 
toally had the audacity to give an opinion on any 
Bubjeot unconnected with dress-making — and even 

RMchel Gray. 5 
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on that, poor girl! she was not always allowed to 



"Now, Eachel," she said, rallying, ^'will you 
hold your tongue, and speak of what you know, 
and not meddle with politics." 

"We must apologize for using italics, but without 
their aid we never could convey to our readers 
a proper idea of the awful solemnity with which 
Mrs. Gray emphasized her address. Rachel was 
rather bewildered, for she was not conscious of 
having said a word on politics, a subject she did 
not understand, and never spoke on; but she had 
long learned the virtue of silence. She did not 
reply. 

"Ab to the Chartists?" resumed Mrs. Gray, turn- 
ing to Mr. Jones. 

"Law bless you, Mrs. Gray, 1 ain't one of 
them!" he hastily replied. "I mind my own busi-' 
ness — thafs what I do, Mrs. Gray. The world 
must go round, you know." 
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"So it must," gravely replied that lady. "You 
never said a truer thing, Mr. Jones." 

And very likely Mr. Jozies had not 

"And I inufit go off/' said Mr. Jones, liaiBg 
-with a half-stifled sigh, "for ifs getting late, and 
I have fixe nules to walk." 

And, undetained by Mrs. Gray's slow but honest 
entreaty to stay and share their supper, he left 
Eachel lighted him out. As she closed the parlour 
door, he looked at her, and lowering his voice, he 
said hesitatingly: 

"I couldn't see her, could I, Miss Gray?" 

Poor Eachel hesitated. She knew that she 
should get scolded if she complied; but then, he 
looked at her with such beseeching eyes — he 
wished for it so very much. Kindness prevailed 
over fear; she smiled, and treading softly, led the 
way up-stairs. As softly, he followed her up into 
the little back room. 

Maiy was fast asleep; her hands were folded^ 

over the coverlet of vadegated patchwork; her 

5* 
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liead lay slightly tornied on the white pillow; the 
frill of her cap softly shaded her pale young fSM^e, 
now slightly flushed with sleep. Her father bent 
OTW her with fond loye, keeping in his breath. 
Bachfil held the light; she tomed her head away, 
that Mr. Jones might not see her eyes, fest filling 
witifci tears. ^'Oh! «my &ther *— my Mher!" she 
thought, ^njever have you looked so at yonr child 
— nerer - — never!* 

On tip-toe, Mr. Jones softly withdrew, and stole 
downstairs. 

'Td have kissed her," he whispered to Eachel, 
as she opened liie door for him, ''bat it might have 
woke her out of that sweet sleep." 

And away he went, happy to have purchased, 
by a ten miles walk after a day's hard labour, that 
look at his sleeping child. 

''Oh, LordI how beantifdl is the love Thou 
hast put into the hearts of Thy cieatur^!" thought 
Bachel Gray; and though it had not been her lot 
to win that love, the thought was to her so sweet 
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and 80 lovely, that she boie without repiniiig her 
expected scolding. 

^'MiB. Gray had aeyer heard of sach a think — 
nerer." 
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CHAPTER Y. 

Tbi: rich man has his intellect , and its pleasures; 
he has his books, his stadies, his club, his lectures, 
his excursions; he has foreign lands, splendid cities, 
galleries, museums, ancient and -modem art: the 
poor man has his child, solitary delight of his hard 
tasked life, only solace of his cheerless home. 

Sichard Jones had but th^^t one child, that 
peeyish, sickly, fretful little dai^hter; but she 
was his all. He was twenty-one, when the grocer 
in whose shop his youth had been spent, died ^■ 
a bankrupt, leaving one child, a daughter, a pale, 
sickly young creature of seventeen, called Mary 
Smith. 

Sichard Jones had veneration lai^e. . He had 
always felt for this young lady an awfdl degree 
of respect, quite sufficient of itself to preclude 
love, had he been one to know this beautiful 
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feeling by more than hearsay — which he was not. 
Indeed, he never oould or would have thought of 
Mary Smith as something less than a goddess, if, 
calling at the house of the relative to whom she . 
had gone, and fnding her in tears, and, on her own 
confession, very miserable, he had not felt moved 
to offer himself, most hesitatingly, poor fellow I for 
her acceptance. 

Miss Smith gave gracious consent. They were 
manied, and li^ed most happily together. Poor 
little Mary's temper was none of the best; but 
Bichard made every allowance: ^'BreaJking down 
of the business — other's death — having to marry 
a poor fellow like hm, Ac." In short, he proved 
the most humble anl devoted of husbands, toiled 
like a slave to keep lis wife like a lady, and never 
foi^ot the honour sht had conferred upon him; 
to this honour Mrs. Jon^s added, after thrae years, 
by presenting him with i sickly baby, which, to its 
mother's name of Mary, iroudly added that of its 
maternal grandfather Smifih 
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A year after the birth of Maiy Smith Jones, 
her mother died. The affections of the widower 
centred on his child; he had, indeed, felt more 
awe than fondness for his deceased wife — love 
had never entered his heart; he earned it with him, 
pure and ^ii^in, to the grave, impressed with but 
one image — that of his daughter. 

He reared his little baby alcae and unaided. 
Once, indeed, a female Mend insisted' on relieving 
him from the charge; but, after surrendering his 
treasure to her, after spending a sleepless night, 
he ro9e with dawn, and went aaid fetched back 
his darling. Durii^ his wife'il lifetime, he had 
been employed in a lai^e warehouse; but now, 
in order to stay at home, he turned basket-maker. 
His child slept with him, c^ed in his arms; he 
washed, combed, dressed itiiimself every morning, 
and made a woman of him/elf for its sake. 

Wben Mary grew upi her father sent her to 
school, and resumed hi/ more profitable out-door 
occupation. After a lon^ search and much delibera- 
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tion, he prenticed her to Bachel Gray, and with her 
Mary Jones had now been about a month. 

"How pretty she looked, with that bit of pink 
on her cheek /^ soliloquized Bichard Jones, as he 
turned round the comer of the street on his way 
homewards; and fairer than his mistress's image to 
the lover's feney, young Mary's face rose before her 
&ther on the gloom of the dark night. A woman's 
voice suddenly broke on his reverie. She asked 
him to direct her to the nearest grocer's shop. 

"I am a stranger to the neighbourhood," he 
replied; "but I dare say this young person can tell 
us;" and he stopped a seryant-girl, and put the 
question to her. 

"A grocer's shop?" she said, "there's not one 
within a mile. You must go down the next street 
on your right-hand, turn into the alley on your 
left, then turn to your right again, and if you 
take the fifth street after that, it will take you 
to ttie Teapot" 
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She had to repeat her directioiis twice before 
the woman feirly understood them. 

''What a chance!" thought Jones, as he again 
walked on; "not a grocer's shop within a mile. 
Now, suppose I had, say fifty pounds, just to open 
with, how soon the thing would do for itself. 
And then Pd have my little Mary at home with 
mq. Yes, that w^uld be something!" 

Ay; the shop and Mary! — ambition and love! 
Ever since he had dealt tea and sugar in Mr. Smith's 
establishment, Eichard Jones had been^ haunted 
with the desire to become a tradesman, and do the 
same thing in a shop of his own. But, conscious 
of the extravagant futility of this wish, Jones 
generally consoled himself with the thought that 
grocer's shops were as thick as mushrooms, and 
that, capital or no capital, there was no room 
for him. 

And now, as he walked home, dreaming, he 
could not but sigh, for there was room, he could 
not doubt it — but where was the capital? He 



BAOHKL GBAT. 75 

was still vagiiely' wondering in his own mind, by 
what magical process the said capital could possibly 
be called up, when he reached his own home. 
There he found that, in his absence, a rudely 
scrawled scrap of paper had been slipped under his 
room door; it was to the following purport: 

"Bear J., 
"Als up; farm broke. Weral inn for it. 

"Yours, 



This laconic epistle signified that the firm in 
whose warehouse Richard Jones was employed, had 
stopped payment Eich men lost their thousands, 
and eat none the worse a dinner; Eichard Jones 
lost his week's wages, his future employment, and 
remained stunned with the magnitude of the blow. 

His first thought fie\f to his child. 

"How shall I pay Miss Gray for my little Mary's 
keep?" he exclaimed, inwardly. 
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He oast his look round the nxmx to see what 
he could pledge or selL Alas! tiiere was Uttle 
enough th^re. His next feelisg was, 

''My darling must know nothing about it Thank 
God, she is not with me now! Thank God!" 

But, though this was some sort of comfort, the 
future still looked so dark and threatening, that 
Jones spent a sleepless night, tossing in his bed, 
and groaning so loudly, that his landlady forsoiok 
her couch to knock at his door, and inquire, to his 
infinite confusion, "if Mr. Jones felt poorly, and 
if there was anything she could do for him, and 
if he would like some hot ginger?*' To which 
Mr. Jones replied, with thanks, "that he was quite 
well, much obliged to her all the same." 

After this significant hint, he managed to keep 
quiet Towards morning, he fell asleep, and 
dreamed he had found a purse fbU of guineas, and 
that he was going to open a grocei^s shop, to be 
called the Teapot 
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Bichaxd Jones was sober, intelligent enough for 
what he had to do, and not too intelligent — 
which is a great disadvantage; he bore an excellent 
otharaoter; and yet, somehow or other, when he 
searched for employment, there seemed to be no 
zoom for him; and had he been a philosopher, 
which, most fortunately for his peace of mind, 
he was not, he must inevitably hare come to 
the conclusion, that in this world he was not 
wanted. 

We are not called upon to enter into the history 
of his straggles. He maintained a sort of pre- 
carious existence, now working at this, now working 
at that; for he was a Jack of all trades, and could 
torn his hand to anything, but certain of no con- 
tinual employment How he went through it aU, 
still paying Miss Gray, still keeping up a decent 
appearance, contracting no debts, the pitying eye 
which alone looks down on the bitter trials of the 
poor, also alone knows. 

The poorer a man gets, the more he thinks of 
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wealth and money; the narrower does the world 
close around him, and all the wider grows the 
world of his charms. The shop, which had only 
been a dormant idea in Eichard Jpnes's mind, now 
became a living phantom; day and night, mom 
and noon it haunted him. When he had nothing 
to do — and this was, unfortunately, too often 
the case — he sought intuitively the suburb where 
Eachel Gray dwelt; ascertained, over and over, that 
within the mile circuit of that central point there 
did not exist one grocer's shop, and finally deter- 
mined that the precise spot where, for public benefit 
and its own advantage, a grocer's shop should be, 
was. just round the comer of the street next to 
that of Eachel Gray, in a dirty little house, now 
occupied by a rag and bottle establishment, with 
very dirty windows, and a shabby black doll 
dangling like a thief, over the doorway; spite of 
which enticing prospect, the rag and bottle people 
seemed to thrive but indifferently, if one might 
judge fi:om the sulky, ill-tempered looking woman. 
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whom Jones always saw within, sorting old rags, 
and scowling at him whenever she cau^t him in 
the act of peering in. 

It was, therefore, with no surprise, though with 
some uneasiness, that coming one day to Hnger 
as usual near the place, James found the rag and 
bottle shop closed, the black doll gone, and the 
words, "To let" scrawled, in white chalk, on the 
shutters. Convinced that none but a grocer could 
take such a desirable shop, and desirous, at least, 
to know when this fated consummation was to 
take place, Jones took courage, and went on as 
far as Rachel Gray*s. 

Jane, the grim apprentice, opened to him, 

"There's no one at home," she said. 

Mr. Jones pleaded fatigue, and asked to be 
permitted to rest awhile. She did not oppose his 
entrance, but grimly repelled all his attempts at 
opening a conversation. He entered on that most 
innocent topic, the weather, and praised it. 
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''It has been raining/' was Jane's empha(dc 
reply. 

"Oh! has it? Whafs them bells ringing for, 
I wonder." 

"They aint a ringing; they're a toUing." 

Mr. Jones ; rather confiised at being thus pnt 
down by a girl of sixteen, conghed behind his 
hand, and looked round the room for a subject 
He found none, save a general inquiry after the 
health of Mary, Mrs. Gray, and D&s Gray. 

"They're all well enough," disdainfully replied 
Jane. 

"Oh, are they! I see the rag and bottle shop 
is shut," he added, plunging desperately into the 
subjeci 

"Spose it is!" answered Jane, eyeing him rather 
defiantly; for the rag and bottle woman was her 
own aunt; and she thought the observation of 
a personal nature. 

Though much taken aback, Jones, spuired on 
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by the inesistible wish to know, ventured on another 
question. 

''Yon don't know who is going to take it next, 
do you?" 

"Oh! you want to take it, do you?" said Jane. 

"I — I!" exclaimed Jones, flurried and discon- 
certed. ''La, bless the young woman! I aint in 
the rag and bottle line, am I?" 

He thought by this artful turn to throw his 
young enemy off the scent; but her rejoinder showed 
him the futility of the attempt. 

"I didn't say you was, did 1?" she replied, 
drily. 

Jones rose precipitately, and hastily desiring his 
love to Mrs. Gray, and his respects to Mary, he 
retreated most shamefuUy beaten. He did not 
breathe freely until he reached the end of the 
street, and once more found himself opposite the 
closed rag shop. How he had come there, he did 
not rightly know; for it was not his way home. 
But, being there, he naturally gave it another look. 

Rachel Gray. 6 
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He stood gazing at it veiy attentively, and absorbed 
in thought, when he was roused by a sharp voice, 
which said, 

"P'raps you'd like to see it within." 

The voice came from above. Bichard looked 
up. The first floor window was open, and a man's 
head was just thrust out of it. It looked down 
at hiTTi in the street, and apparently belonged to 
a little old man, to whom one very sharp eye — 
ihe other was closed up quite tight — and a long 
nose, which went aU of one side, gave a rather 
remarkable appearance. 

"Thank you, sir," replied Jones, rather con- 
fused. "I — I—" 

Before he had got to the end of his speech, the 
old man vanished from the window, and suddenly 
appeared at the private door, beckoning him in. 

"Gome in," he said, coaxingly, like an ogre 
lurii^ in an unwary little boy. 

. And, drawn as by a magnet, Jones entered. 

"Dark passage, but good shop," said the old 
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man. He opened a door, and in the shop suddenly 
stepped Bichard Jones. It was small, dirty, and 
smelt of grease and old rags. 

''Good shop," said the old man, nibbing his 
hands, in seeming great glee; ''neat back parlour;" 
he opened a glass door, and Jones saw a triangular 
room, not much larger than a good -sized cup- 
board. 

"More rooms up stairs," briskly said the old 
man; he nimbly darted up an old wooden staircase, 
that creaked under him. Mechanically Jones 
followed. There were two rooms on the upper and 
only storey; one of moderate size; the other, a little 
larger than the back parlour. 

"Good shop," began the old man, reckoning on 
his fingers, "ca-pital shop; neat parlour — very 
neat; upper storey, two rooms; one splen-^d; cosy 
bed-room; rent of the whole, only thirty-five pounds 
a-year — only thirty-five pounds a-year!" 

The repetition was uttered impressively. 

"Thank you — much obliged to you," began 

6* 



84 R^GHEI. GRilT. 

Sichard Jones, wishing himself Nearly oat of the 
]glace; "but you see — " 

"Stop a bit," eagerly interrupted the old man, 
catching Jones by the button-hole, and fixing him, 
as the 'Ancient Mariner* fixed the wedding guest, 
with his glittering eye, "stop a bit; you take the 
house, keep shop, parlour, and bedroom for your- 
self and family — plenty; furnish front room, let 
it at five shillings a week; fifty-two weeks in the 
year; five tinies two, ten — put down naught, 
carry one; five times five, twenty-five, and one, 
twenty-six — two himdred and sixty shillings, 
make thirteen pounds; take thirteen pounds from 
thirty-five — '' 

"Law bless you. Sir!*' hastily interrupted Jones, 
getting frightened at the practical landlord view the 
one-eyed and one -sided- nosed old man seemed to 
take of his presence in the house. "Law bless you, 
Sir! it's all a mistake, every bit of it.'* 

"A mistdke!" interrupted the old ni^aa, his voice 
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rising Bhrill and loud. ''A mistake! five times two, 
ten—" 

"Well, but I couldn't thiok of such a thing," 
in his turn interrupted Jones. "I — " 

"Veil then, say thirty pound," pertinaciously 
resumed the old man; "take thirteen from thirty — " 

"No, I can't then — really, I can't," desperately 
exclaimed Jones; "on my word I can't." 

"Well, then, say twenty-five; from twenty-five 
take thirteen — " 

"I tell you, 'tain't a bit of use your taking 
away thirteen at that rate," interrupted Jones, 
rather warmly. 

"And what will you give, then?" asked the 
old man, with a sort of screech. 

"Why, nothing!" impatiently replied Jones. 
"Who ever said I would give anything? I didn't 
— did I?" 

"Then what do you come creeping and crawling 
about the place for?" hissed the old man, his one 
eye glaring defiance on Jones, "eh! just tell m^ 



86 BACHEL QEAY. 

that. Why, these two months yonVe crept and 
crept, and crawled ,3iid crawled, till youVe sent 
the rag and bottle people away. ^Sir/ says the 
rag and bottle woman to me, 'Sir, we can't stand 
it no longer. There 's a man. Sir, and he prowls 
around the shop. Sir, and he jist looks in, and 
darts off agin, and he won't buy no rags, and he 
hasn't no bottles to sell; and my husband and me, 
Sir, we can't stand it — that 's all.' Well, and 
what have you got to say to that, I should like to 
know?" 

Jones, who never had a very ready tongue, 
and who was quite confounded at the accusation^ 
remained dumb. 

**I11 tell you what you are, though," cried 
Ihe old man, his yoiee rising still higher with his 
wrath; ''you are a crawling, creeping, low, sneak- 
ing fellow!" 

"JSTow, old' gentleman!" cried Jones, in his turn 
losing his temper, ''juijt keep a civil tongue in 
yonr head, will you? / didn't ask to come in, did 
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I? And if 1 did look at the shop at tunea, why, 
a cat can look at a king, can't he?'' 

Spite of the exceUenoe of the reasoning thus 
popularly expressed, Jones perceived that the old 
man was going to renew his offensive language, 
and as he wisely mistrusted his own somewhat 
hasty temper, he prudently walked downstairs, and 
let himself oui But ^hen he reached the street, 
the old man's head was already out of the first- 
floor window, and Jones turned the comer pursued 
with the words "creeping," "crawling." He lost 
the rest 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Eachel sat alone y workup and thinking. The 
dull street was silent; the sound and stir of morn- 
ing, alive elsewhere, reached it not; but the sky 
was clear and blue, and on that azure field mounted 
the burning sun, gladdening the very house-roofs 
as he went, and filling with light and life the 
quiet parlour of Rachel Gray. 

Mrs. Gray was an ignorant woman, and she 
spoke bad English; but her literary tastes were 
superior to her education and to her language. Her 
few books were good — they were priceless; they 
included the poetical works of one John Miltoiv. 
Whether Mrs. Gray understood him in all his 
beauty aixd sublimity, we know not, but at least, 
she read him, seriously, conscientiously — and 
many a fine lady cannot say as much. Eachel, 
too, read Milton, and loved him as a fine mind 



BACHEL GBAY. 89 

must ever love that noble poet. That very morn- 
ing, she had been reading one of his sonnets, too 
little read, and too little known. We will give it 
here, for though, of course, all our readers are 
aheady acquainted with it, it might not be present 
to their memory. 

"When I consider how my light is spent 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 

And that one talent which is death to hide , 

LodgM with me useless, though my soal more bent, 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 

My tme accoant, lest he, returning, chide; 

*Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?* 

I fondly ask : but Patience to preveM 
That murmur, soon replies, *God doth not need 

Either man*s work, or his own gifts; who best 

Bear his mild yoke, thoy serve him best; his state 
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed,) 

And post o*er land and ocean without rest; 

They also serve , who only stand and wait*" " 

** ' They also serve who only stand and wait ,* ** 

thought Bachel, brooding over the words, as was 
her wont, ''and that is my case. Oh, God! I stand 
and wait, and alas! I do nothing, for I am blind. 
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and Ignorant, and helpless, and what am I that 
the Lord should make use of me; yet, in His good- 
ness, my simple readiness to do His viU^ He takes 
as good service. Oh, Eachel! happy Eachel! to 
serve so kind a master." 

Her work dropt on her lap; and so deep was 
her abstraction, that she heard not the door open- 
ing, and saw not Eichard Jones, until he stood 
within a few paces of her chair. She gave a slight 
start on perceiving him; and her nervous emotion 
was not lessened, by remarking that he was rather 
pale and looked excited. 

"Mary is very well," she said, hastily, and 
half smiling at the supposed alarm which had, 
she thought, brought him so suddenly in upon 
her. 

"Of course she is — of course she is," he 
replied, nodding; then, drawing a chair near to 
Eachers, he sat down upon it, and, bending for- 
ward, with his two hands resting on his knees, he 
said, in a deep, impressive whisper, 
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"Mifls Gray, may I speak to you? I want you 
to advise me/' he added, after a slight pause. 

*'To advise you, Mr. Jones!" echoed Eachel, 
looking up at him, with mild astonishment. 

"Yes, Miss Gray," he firmly replied; and, 
slightly clearing his throat, he thus began: "Miss 
Gray, I aint a known you very long; but there 
aint another in this wide world whom I respect 
as I do you. And I think I have proved it; for 
haven't I given you my little Mary? I couldn't do 
more, Miss Gray^" he added, with energetic earnest- 
ness. "Yes, Miss Gray, I do respect you; and 
that is why I want you to advise me. !N^ow, this 
is the whole story: — 

"Erom a boy, Miss Gray, I have wished to 
be in business. I was in business at Mr. Smith's, 
Mr. Smith waa the grandfather of my little Mary, but 
not on my account; and that's not quite the same 
thing, you see. And I have wished to be in the 
grocery line, in particular, because of understand- 
ing it so much better, from having been brought 
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up to it, like. Now, Miss Gray, here's the plain 
truth of the case. Some time ago, I found out, by 
chance, that there was not — actually, that there 
was not a grocer's shop in this immediate vicinity!" 
Here Mr. Jones held up his forefinger by way 
of note of admiration. "Well, Miss Gray," he 
resumed im'pressively, ^^that thought haunted me. 
Why here was the very place for me! A grocer 
was wanted. I found out, too, that the rag and 
bottle shop round the comer was just the place for 
me, and the people left, too; but bless you. Miss 
Gray, 't was all not a bit of use — for why — 
I hadn't got no capital! Well, Miss Gray, to make 
a long story short, a cousin of mine has just died, 
and left me all she had, poor thing, and that was 
sixty pound. Now, Miss Gray, what I want to 
know is this: — do you think that as a father — 
that is, the father of my little Mary — I'm justi- 
fied in risking that money by setting up a shop, 
or ihat it's my duty to keep it all up for the 
child?" 
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He looked eamesily in Eachel's face. Ay, the 
child; it was still the child, and always the child 
His own was not his own — it was but a trust 
held for his little Mary. 

"Truly, Mr. Jones," said Eachel, smiling, "you 
can do what you like with your own." 

"Ko, indeed, Miss Gray," he rejoined, a little 
warmly, "I must think of my little Mary first; and 
you see the whole question jb, which is best for 
her. Why, I aint slep these three nights with 
thinking on it, and so, at last, I thought I'd come 
to you." 

Who had ever asked Bachel for adyice! Eachel 
the simpleton — Eachel the slighted and laughed* 
at dressmaker? Little did Mr. Jones know how 
nervous he made the poor girl; besides, she felt 
quite bewildered at the strange views he took of 
the case he submitted to her. At length she 
gathered courage, and looking earnestly in his face 
with her mild brown eyes, she spoke. 

"Mr. Jones," she said, "it seems to me ihat as 
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the money is yours, and that as your intentions are 
to turn it to a good account, you have a right to 
do with it as you please. I think, too, that you 
are likely to do very well as a grocer, for we really 
do want one about here. But I only tell you what 
I think. I do not advise. I really, cannot . K 
yoti want advice, Mr. Jones, why, ask it of one 
who cannot mistake, for He is not liable to human 
error — ask it of God Almighty.*' 

Eichard Jones scratched his head, then hung it 
down ashamed. If he had dared, he would have 
asked of Eachel how he was to ask of God to 
advise him, and, especially, how he was to get the 
answer! Poor fellow! he had an excellent hearty 
some faith, much charity, but the world's net was 
around him. His life was not like that of Bachel 
Gray — a heaven upon earth. And Eachel, who 
laboured under the disadvantages of a narrow 
education, and a narrow life, who had not enough 
knowledge and enough experience of human natoze 
to understand clearly that there were states of mind 
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worlds lower tlian her own, did not suspect that 
she had given Eichard Jones the worst of all ad- 
vice — that which the receiver cannot foUow. 

Alas! who talks of God now! who listens like 
Adam in Eden to the voice of the Lord, and trea- 
sures in his or her own heart that source of aU 
knowledge? And we* complain that God goes away 
&om us; that His face is dark, and behind the 
cloud; that in the days of adversity we find him 
not 

Jones rose confused, muttered thanks, then 
hastily changed the subject by asking to see his 
daughter. Even as he spoke, the door opened, and 
Mary entered. 

She did not show much pleasure or surprise on 
seeing her father; it was not that she did not love 
him, but she was a spoiled child, too much accus- 
tomed to his> fondness and devotion to set great 
value on 'feither. She complained of the heat, then 
of the cold, sat down, got up again, and gave her- 
self all the airs of a precocious woman. Her father, 
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leaning on his stick, looked at her with admixing 
fondness, and occasionally nodded and winked at 
Rachel, as if inviting her to admire likewise. At 
length, with a half stifled sigh — for he never 
parted from his darling without regret — he again 
said he must go. 

"And so, good-bye, my little Mary," he added, 
kissing her, but the peevish child half-turned her 
head .away, and said his beard hurt her. "You 
hear her. Miss Gray," he exclaimed, chuckling, 
"does not care a pin for her old father, not a pin," 
and chucking Mary's chin, he looked down at her 
fondly. 

"Dear me, father, how can you?" asked the 
young lady, rather pettishly. Upon which, Mr. 
Jones shook his head, looked delighted, and at 
length managed to tear himself away. 

"And is it thus, indeed, that fathers love their 
daughters?" thought Eachel Gray, as she sat alone 
in the little back room on the evening of that day. 
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''And is it l^iu, indeed! Oh! my father — my 
father!" 

She laid down the book she had been attempt- 
ing to read. She leaned her brow upon her hoad; 
she envied none, but her heart felt fuU to ovexv 
flowing. Since the night when she had gone to 
look at her father, £U9 we have recorded, Eachel 
had not felt strong or courageous enough to attempt 
more. Her nature was timid, sensitive and shrink- 
ing to a £BLult, and circumstances had made it doubly 
so, yet the repeated sight of Bichard Jones's de- 
voted love for his child, inspired her with involun- 
tary hope. She had grown up in the belief of her 
£Bither's rooted indifference; might she not have 
been mistaken? was it not possible that his daughter 
could become dear to Thomas Gray, as other 
daughters were dear to their father? Eachel had 
always cherished the secret hope that it would one 
day be so, but because that hope was so precious, 
she had deferred risking it, lest it should perish 
inetrievably. She now felt inwardly urged to make 

Bachel Gray. 7 
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the attempt Why should ehe not^ like the prodigal 
son, rise and go to her father? "I will/' she 
thought, clasping her hands, her cheeks flushing, 
her eyes kindling, **yes, I will go to-morrow, and 
my father shall know his daughter; and, perhaps, 
who knows, perhaps God Almighty will bless 
me." 

Here the sound of a sudden tumult in the little 
court close by, broke on the dream of Eachel Gray. 
She looked, and she saw and heard Madame Bose 
gesticulating and scolding, to the infinite amuse- 
ment of a crowd of boys, who where teazing the 
idiot girL The wrath of Madame Eose was some- 
thiiig to see. Haying first placed her protegee be- 
hind herself for safety — as if her own little body 
could do much for tiie protection of another twice 
its size — Madame Eose next put herself in an 
attitude, then expostulated with, then scolded, then 
denounced l^e persecutors of the helpless idiot; 
after which waflfaing her hands of them, she walked 
backwards to h^r cellaT, scorning to turn her ba<dc 
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to the foe. But the enemy , nothing daixnted, 
showed evident intentions of besieging her in her 
stronghold, and though Madame Bose made her 
appearance at the window, armed with a broom- 
stick, she failed to strike that terror into the hearts 
of her assailants, which the formidable nature of the 
weapon warranted. Fortunately, however, for the 
peace of the little French lady, that valiant knight- 
errant of modem times, the policeman, having 
made his appearance at the entrance of the court, 
a scutter, then a rushing jQight, were the immediate 
consequence. Ignorant of this fact," Madame Eose 
ascribed the result entirely to her own prowess, 
and in aU peace of mind proceeded ^ cook her 
supper. Then followed the little domestic scenes 
which Bachel liked to watch. 

As Bachel looked, she took a bold resolve, and 
tiug was to pay Madame Bose a visit They had 
met, the day before, in the street; and Madame 
Bose had ad^ssed a long and voluble discourse to 

Bachel, in French, oonelu£ng wilh an invitation 

7* 
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to yisit her, which Raehel had undeistoody and 
smilingly accepted. 

And now waa the fBLVourable moment to carry 
this project into effect Prom the little room, 
Eachel heard Mrs. Brown's loud voice below in the 
parlour. Mrs. Gray was fully engaged, and not 
likely to mind her daughter's absence. Unheeded, 
Eachel slipped out. 

A few minutes broi^ht her round to the little 
courts and to the house inhabited by Madame Eose. 
It was dingy, noisy, and dirty; and as she groped 
and stumbled down the dark staircase, Eachel half 
repented hayiog come. The voice of Madame Eose 
directed hd to the right door — for there were 
several. She knocked gently; a shrill ''entrez,'' 
which she rightly interpreted as a summons to 
^iter, was uttered firom withiu; and pushing the 
door open, Eachel found herself in the abode and 
presence of Madame Eose. 

She was received with a storm of enthusiasm^ 
th^rt rather bewildered than pleased her. Madame 
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Bose "welcomed her in a torrent of speech, with a 
xnnltiplicity of nods, and winks, and shrugs, and 
exclamations, so novel in the experience of Eachel 
Gray, that she begaa to wonder how much truth 
there might be in the epithet occasionally bestowed 
on Madame Eose. For, iirst of aU, she insisted on 
cooking a dish of onion soup for her expressly, a 
kindness which Eachel had all the trouble in the 
-world to resist; and next, this point settled, she 
waa loud and unceasing in the praise of the poor 
idiot girl, who sat mowing in her chair. 

Eachel went and sat near hei^, and spoke to 
her, but she only got an unintelligible murmur for 
a reply. Madame Eose shook her hekd, as much 
as to say that the attainments of Mimi — so she 
called her — did not include speech. But Mimi 
was very good — very good indeed, only she 
could not talk, which was ^'bien dommage," 
added Madame Eose, as, had she only been able 
. to speak, Mimi would certainly have done it 
ehanningly. 
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''You Bhoukl see her eating onion soup/' en- 
thusiafitically added Madame Bose. ''It k beauii- 
foL!'' Then, seeing that Bachel was engaged in 
Bcratiiiizing, with a pitying gknoe, the ragged 
attire of her protegee, Madame Eose jealously in- 
formed her that, as yet, ihe toilette of Mind had 
been a little neglected, certainly; but that, "wiHi 
time, and the help of God/' added Madame Eose, 
"Mind should want for jiotibing." 

"I have an old dress at home, that will just do 
for her," timidly said BacheL "Shall I l«ing it 
to-morrow night?" 

Madame Bose coUghed dubiously — she had 
not understood; but a perfect knowledge of the 
English tongue, in all its most delicate intricacies, 
was one of her yaidtles. 80, bending her head of 
one side, and patting her ear, as if to imply that 
there lay the fault, she evidently tequested Bachel 
to repeat She did so; and this time, Madame 
Bose caught enough of her meaning to misunder- 
stand her. 
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^'I undersiand — I undexstand!" she exclaimed, 
triumphantiiy; and settling Mimi in her chaar^ she 
told her to be good, for that she was only going to 
fetch her an elegant dress presented to her by the 
goodness of Mademoiselle, and that she would be 
back in an incredibly short space of time; after 
which exhortation, Madame Eose prepared to ao^ 
company Bachel, 

. In vain, poor Bachel, alarmed at the prospect 
of her mother's anger, endeavoured to explain that 
she would bring the dress. Madame Eose, , still 
trinmphantly asserting that she undeistood, insisted 
on going out with her guest, and actually walked 
with her to her very door. In great trepidation, 
Bachel opened it, and unconscious of peril or 
offence, Madame Hose entered, clattering along the 
passage in her wooden shoes; but Mrs. Brown's 
voice was just then at the loudest; the noise was 
not heeded. 

Bachel took her up-stairs to the little back- 
room, and left her there, whilst she looked in the 
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room which she shared with her mother, for the 
dress she wished to giyeMimi; she soon came back 
with it, tied in a parcel, and now devoutly wished 
that she could see Madame Bose safe out of the 
place. But Madame Eose was in no mood to go. 
She had recognized the room and window where 
she so often saw Bachel; and she intimated as 
much, by a Hyely pantomime; first taking up a 
book, she held it before her, pretending to read; 
then she pointed to her forehead, to imply that* 
Bachel was a thinker; and finally, to the horror 
and dismay of Bachel, Madame Bose shut her eyes, 
opened her mouth, and warbled a sufS.ciently coxv 
rect imitation of the old hundredth. 

The window was open; and eyen Mrs. Brown's 
voice could not drown these strange tones. They 
reached the ear of Mrs. Gray; and before Bachel 
had fairly recovered from the surprise and alarm 
into which the musical outburst of Madame Bose 
had thrown her, her step*mother appeared at the 
door of the Uttle back room, and, in stem and 
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indignant accents, asked to know the meaning of 
*wliat she heard and saw. But, before Eachel 
could reply, the French costume of Madame Bose 
had betrayed her. 

Mrs. Gfray was of Scotch descent, and she had 
some of the old puritan spirit, to which, in the 
course of a long life, she had added a plenteous 
store of stubborn English prejudices. 

Madame Rose was "an idolatrous forriner!" 
"a French beggar!" too; and that she should have 
darkened her doors! — that she should be fami- 
liarly sitting under her roof — chattering and 
singing in a back room, with her daughter, 
was an intolerable insult, a wrong not to be 
borne. 

^'I am amazed at you, Eachel!" she said, her 
Toice quiyering with indignation. ^'I am amazed 
at you. How dare you do sich a thing!" 

The tones and the attitude of Mrs. Gray were 
not to be misunderstood; nor w£U9 littLe Madame 
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Bose BO dull as to mifltake them. She saw that 
her pres^ice was not welcome, and, with great 
dignity, rose and took her leave. Crimson wil^ 
pain and shame, Bachel followed her out. She 
gave Madame Eose an humble and imploring 
glance, as they parted at the door, as much, as to 
say, "You know I could not help it." But the 
appeal was not needed. To her surprise, Madame 
Bose remained very good-humoured. She even 
laughed and shrugged her shoulders, French 
fashion, and indulged in a variety of pantomimic 
signs, closing with one more intelligible than the 
rest: a significant tap of her forefinger on her 
brown forehead, and by which Madame Eose 
plainly intimated it to be her firm conviction that 
the intellect of Mrs. Gray was unfortunately 
deranged. Thus they parted. 

Violent were the reproaches with which Mrs. 
Gray greeted her daughter's reappearance. She 
exacted a strict and rigid account of the rise and 
progress of Bachel's acquaintance with that '^mad 
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fbrenoh beggar;" was horvoiHstrack on leanung that 
the back-room window had been made the 
mediniii; and not satisfied wi<li prohibitbg &ture 
interconrse, took the most effectiye > means to 
prevent it, by locking up the guilty zoom, and 
putting the key in her pocket 

To all this Eachel submitted; though, when 
she saw the door of her much-loved retreat closing 
on her, her heart ached. But when, in the height 
of her anger, Mrs. Gray railed at the poor little 
Frenchwoman, as little better than an idolater 
or an infidel, Eachel felt as if it touched her 
honour, not to suffer this slur on her humble 
Mend. 

^'Mother,'' she said, with some firmness, ''you 
cannot tell what she is; for you know nothing of 
her, save by idle reports. I have watched her life 
day after day, and I have seen that it is holy. 
And, mother," added Eachel, slightly colouring, 
from the fervour with which she felt and spoke. 
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"you know it as I do: all holiness comes from 
God." 

Unable to contradict, Ids. Gbay sniffed in- 
dignantly* 
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CHAPTER VH. 

Habd indeed were the days fhat followed for 
Bacbol Gray. The old quarrel had began anew. 
Why was she not like every one? Why did she 
pick up strange acquaintances? — above all, why 
did she mope, and want to be in the little back 
room? It was strange, and Mrs. Gray was not sure 
that it was not wicked. If so, it was a wickedness 
of which she efltectaally deprived Rachel, by 
keeping the back room locked, and the key in her 
pocket 

But, hard as this was, it was not alL Amongst 
Bachers few treasures, were little pamphlets, 
tracts, old sermons, scraps. of all sorts, a little 
hoard collected for years, but to their owner 
priceless. She did not read them daily; she had 
not time; but when she was alone, she took them 
oat, now and then, to look at and think over. 
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Ob the day that followed the offieiir of Madame 
Eose, Mrs. Qray discovered Bachel's hoard. 

"More of Kachel'e rubbish!*' she thought, and 
she took the papers to the kitchen, and lit the fire 
with them forthwith. 

. "Oh, mother! what have you done!" cried 
Eachel, when she discovered her loss. 

"Well, what about it?*' tartly aaked Mrs. 
Gray. 

A few silent, unheeded tears Eachel shed, bat 
no more was said. 

But her very heart ached; and, peiitaps, 
because it did ache, her longmg to go and see her 
father returned all the stronger. The whole day, 
the thought kept her in a dream. 

"I never saw you so mopish," angrily ex- 
claimed Mrs. Gray, "never!" 

Eachel looked up in her mother's face, and 
smiled so pleasantly, that Mi8. Gray was a little 
softened, she herself knew not why; but the amile 
was so very sweet 
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And again Eachel sat up that night, when all 
weie sleeping in the little house; again she boiined 
her precious candle ends, and sat and sewed, to 
finish the last of the half-dozen of fine linen shirts, 
begun a year before, purchased with the few 
shillings she could spare now and ^en ^m her 
earnings, and sewed by stealth, iu houis robbed 
from the rest of the night, affier the fatigue of the 
day. But, spite of all her efforts to keep awake, 
she fell asleep over her task. "When she awoke, 
daylight gleamed through the chinks of the 
shutters; it was morning. She opened the window 
in some alarm; but felt relieved to perceive that it 
WBB early yet The street was silent; every 
window was closed; the sky, still free from smoke 
was calm and pure; there was a peace in this 
stillness, which mov^d the very heart of Eachel 
Gray. She thought of the calm slumbers of th« 
two millions, who, in a few hoars, would fill the 
vast city, with noise, agitation and strife; and she 
half sadly wondered that for the few years man 
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has to spend here below, for the few wants and 
cravings he derives firom nature, he should think it 
needful to give away the most precious hours of a 
short life, and devote to ceaseless toil every 
aspiration and desire of his heart. 

It was too late to think of going to bed, which 
would, besides, have exposed her to discovery. 
So, after uniting her morning and evening prayers 
in one long and fervent petition of Hope and Love, 
she went back to her work, finished the little there 
was to do, then carefully folded up the six shirta, 
and tied them up in a neat parcel. 

When this was done, Bachel busied herself 
with her usual tasks about the house, until her 
mother came down. It was no uncommon thing 
for Eachel to get up early, and do the work, while 
her mother still slept; and, accordingly, that she 
ihould have done so, as Mrs. Gray thought, drew 
forth from her no conmient on this particular 
morning. 

Everything, indeed, seemed to favour her 
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project; for, in the eourse of the day, Hxb. Gray 
and Jane went out. Bachel remained alone with 
Mary. 

"Why, how meny you are to-day, Miss!" said 
Mary, looking with wonder at Eachel, as she 
busied herself about the house, singiTig by 
snatches. 

"It is such a fine day," replied Eachel; she 
opened the parlour window; in poured the joyous 
sunshine — the blue sky shone above the dull 
brick street, and the tailor's thrush began to sing 
in its osier cage. "A day to make one happy," 
continued Eachel; and she smiled at her own 
thoughts; for on such a beautiful day, how could 
she but prosper? "Mary," she resumed, after a 
pause, "you will not be afraid, if I go out, and 
leave you awhile alone, will you?" 

"La, bless you! no, Miss Gray," said Mary, 
smiling. "Are you afraid when you are alone?" 
she added, with a look of superioiity; for she, 

Rachel Gray. 8 



114 SACHEL GBAT. 

too, Boeing every one else around her do it, 
unconBciously began to patronize Bachel. 

"Oh, no!" simply replied Bachel Gray, too well 
disciplined into humility to feel offended with the 
pertness of a child, "I am never afraid; but then, 
I am so much older than you. However, since 
you do not mind it, I shall go out. Either Jane 
or my mother will soon be in, and so you will not 
long remain alone, at all events." 

"La, bless you! I don't mind," replied Mary, 

again looking superior. 

» 

And now, Eachel is gone out. She has been 
walking an hour and more. Again, she goes 
through a populous neighbourhood, and through 
crowded streets; but this time, in the broad 
daylight of a lazy summer afternoon. Bachel is 
neither nervous nor afraid — not, at least, of 
anything around her. On she goes, her heart full 
of hope, her mind fuU of dreams. On she goes: 
street after street is passed; at length, is reached 
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the street where Thomas Gray, Hie father of 
Bachel, liyes. 

She stops at the second-hand ironmonger's and 
looks at the portraits and the books, and feels faint 
and hopeless, and abnost wishes that her father 
may not be within. 

Thomas Gray was at his work, and there was a 
book by him at which he glanced now and then, 
Tom Paine's "Bights of Man.** There was an 
empty pewter pot too, and a dirty public-house 
paper, from which we do not mean to have it 
inferred that Thomas Gray was given to intoxica- 
tion. He was essentially a sober, steady maa, 
vehement in nothing, not even in politics, thoi^h 
he was a thorough Eepublican. 

Thomas Gray was planing sturdily, enjoying 

the sunshine, which fell full on his meagre figure. 

It was hot; but as he grew old he grew chilly, 

when, suddenly, a dark shadow came between him 

and the light. He looked up, and saw a woman 

standing on the threshold of his shop. She was 

8* 
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young and simply clad, tall and slender, j^ 
handsome, and very timid looking. 

''Walk in ma'am/' he said, oiyilly enough. 

The stranger entered; he looked at h&t, and 
she looked at him. 

"Want anything?" he asked, at lenglii. 

She took courage and spoke. 

"My name is Eachel," she said. 

He said nothing. 

"Eachel Gray," she resumed. 

He looked at her steadily, but he was still 
sHent. 

"I am your daughter,^' she continued, in 
Mtering accents. 

"Well! I never said you was not;" he an- 
swered rather drily. "Come, you need not ^hake 
so; there 's a chair there. Take it and at 
down." 

Eachel obeyed; but she was so agitated that 
she could not utter one word. Her father looked 
at her for awhile, then resumed his work. Eachel 
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did not speak — she Kterally could not. Vords 
would have choked her; so it was Thomas Gray 
who opened the conversation. 

"Well, and how's the old lady?" he asked. 

"My mother is quite well, thank you. Sir," 
replied EacheL The name of father was too 
strange to he used thus at first. 

"And you — how do you get on? You 're a 
imUiner, stay-maker — an*t you?** 

"I am a dress-maker; but I can do oth^r 
work," said Eachel, thinking this, poor girl! a 
favourable opening for her present 

'*I have made these for you," she added, 
opening and untying her parcel; and displaying the 
diirtB to her father's view, and as she did so, she 
gased very wistfully in his face. 

He gave them a careless look. 

"Why, my good girl," he said, "I have dozens 
of shirts — dozens!" 

And he returned to his work, a moment inter- 
xi^pted. 
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Tears stood in Eachers eyes. 

"I am sorry,** sl^e began, "but — but I did 
not know; and then I thought — I thought you 
might like them." 

"'Tant of much consequence,** he philosophically 
replied, "thank you aU the same. Jim,*' he added, 
hailiug a lad who was passing by, "just tell them 
at the 'Eose* to send down a pint of half-and-half, 
will you? I dare say you 11 have something before 
you go,** he continued, addressing his daughter. 
"If you'll just look in there,'* he added, jerking 
his head towards the back parlour, "you *IL find 
some bread and cheese on the table, there 's a 
plate too.** 

Eachel rose and eagerly availed herself of this 
invitation, cold though it was; she felt curious too, 
to inspect, her father's domestic arrangements. 
She was almost disappointed to find everything so 
much more tidy than she could have imagined. 
She had hoped that her services as house-keeper 
might be more required, either then, or at «ome 
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fiiture period of time. She sat down, bnt she 
could not eat. 

"Here's the half-and-half," said her fether 
£rom the shop. 

Bachel went and took it; she poised ont some 
in a glass, but she could not drink; her heart was 
toofulL 

"You'd better,'' said her father, who had now 
joined her. 

"I cannot," replied Eachel, feeling ready to 
cry, "I am neither hungry nor thirsty, thank 
you." 

"Oh! aint you?" said her father, "yet you have 
a long walk home, you know." 

It was the second time he said so. Eachel 
looked up into his face; she sought for something 
there, not for love, not for fondness, but for the 
shadow of kindness, for that which might one day 
become affection — she saw nothing but cold, 
hard, rooted indifference. The head of Eachel 
sank on her bosom, "The will of God be done," 
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shd thought With a sigh she loee, and 

looked up in her father's face. 

'^Good bye^ father," she said, for her ia&er 
she would call him once at least 

"Good bye, Eachel/' he replied* 

She held out her hand; he took it with ^le 
same hard indifference he had shown firam tlie 
beginning. He did not seek to detain her; he did 
not ask her to come again. His farewell was as 
cold as had been his greeting. Eachel left him 
with a heart full to bursthig. She had not gone 
ten steps when he called her. She hastened back; 
he stood on the threshold of his shop, a newspaper 
in his hand. 

"Just take that paper, and leaye it at the 
*Bose/ will you? You can't miss the 'Rose' — it's 
the publie-house round the left-hand comer." 

"Yes, father," meekly said RacheL She took 
th^ paper &om his hand, turned away, and did as 
0jxe was bid. 

Her errand fulfilled, Eachel walked home. 
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There were no team on her cheek, but there was a 
dull pain at her h^art; an aohing sorrow that 
dwelt there, and that — do what she would — 
would not depart. In vam she said to herseK — 
"It was just what I expected; of course, I could 
not think it would come aU in a day. Besides, if 
it be the will of God, must I not submit?" still 
disappointment murmured: "Oh! -but it is hard! 
not one word, not one look, not one wish to see 
me again; nothing — nothing." 

It was late when Eachel reached home. Mrs. 
Gray, confounded at her step-daughter's audacity in 
thus again absenting herself without leaye, had, 
during the whole day, amassed a store of resent- 
ment, which now burst forth cm Rachels head. 
The irritable old lady scolded herself into a violent 
passion. Eachel received her reproaches with more 
of apathy than of her usual resignation. They 
were alone; Jane and Mary had retired to their 
room. Eachel sat by the table where the supper 
things were laid, her head supported by her hand. 
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At the other end of the table sat Mrs. Gray erect, 
sharp, bitter; scolding and railing by turns, and 
between both burned a yellow tallow candle 
unsnujffed, dreary looking, and but half lighting 
the gloomy little parlour. 

"And so you won't say where you have been, 
you good-for-nothing creature/* at length cried 
Mrs. Gb»ay, exasperated by her daiightefs long 
silence. 

Eachel looked up in her step-mother^s face. 

"You did not ask me where I had been," 
she said deliberately. "I have been to see my 
father." 

Kot one word could Mrs. Gray utter. The face 
of Eachel, pale, desolate, and sorrow-stricken, 
told the whole story. Bacbel added nothing. 
She, lit another candle, and merely saying, in her 
gentle voice — 

"Good night, mother," she left the room. 

As Eachel passed by the little room of the 
apprentices, she i^aw a streak of light gliding out 
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on the landing, through the half-open door. She 
pushed it, and entered. Jane sat reading by the 
little table; Mary lay in bed, but awake. 

"I did not know you were up/* said Eachel 
to Jane, ''and seeing a light, I felt afraid of 
fire." 

"Not much fear of fire," drily answered Jane. 
Bachel did not heed her — she was bending over 
Mary. 

"How are you to-night, Mary?^ she asked. 

"Oh! I am quite well," pettishly answered 
Mary. 

Eachel smoothed the young girl's hair away 
firom her cheek. She remembered how dearly, 
how fondly loved was that peevish child; and she 
may be forgiven if she involuntarily thought the 
contrast between that love, and her own portion 
of indifference, bitter. 

"Mary," she softly whispered, "did you say 
your prayeiB to-night?" 
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''I can't talk, my back aches/ she said 
peevishly- 

"Mary's back always aches when she don't want 
to speak," ironically observed Jane. 

"You mind your own business, will you!" 
cried Mary, reddening, and speaking very fast. 
"I don't want your opinion, at all events; and if 
I did—" 

"I thought you couldn't talk, your back ached 
BO," quietly put in Jane. 

Mary burst into peevish tears. Jane laughed 
triumphantly. Eachel looked at them both with 
mild reproach. 

"Jane," she said, "it is wrong — very wrong — 
to provoke another. Mary, God did not give us 
tears — and they are a great gift of his mercy — 
to shed them so for a trifle. Bo it no more." 

The two girls remained abashed. Eachel quietly 
left the room. She went to her own. She had 
prayed long that morning, but stiU longer did she 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

We were made to endure. A Heathen philo- 
sopher held the eight of the just man's suffering, 
worthy of the Gods, and Christianity knows nothing 
more beautiful, more holy, than tiie cahn resigna- 
tion of the pure and the lowly, to the will of their 
Divine Father. 

It was the will of Heaven that Rachel should 
not be beloved of her earthly father. She bore 
her lot — not without sorrow; but, at least, with- 
out repining. Perhaps, she was more silent, more 
thoughtful, than before; but she was not less 
cheerful, and in one sense she was certainly not 
less happy. AiSiction patiently borne for the love 
of the hand that inflicts it, loses half its sting. 
The cup is always bitter — and doubly bitter shall 
it seem to us, if we drink it reluctantly; but 
if we courageously dram it, we shaU find that 
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the last drop is not like the rest It is fraught 
with a Divine sweetness — it is a predons balsam, 
and can heal the deepest and most envenomed 
wound. 

This pure drop Bachel found in her cup. It 
strengthened and upheld her liirough her trial. 
"It is the will of (rod," she repeated to herself — 
"It is the wiU of God;" and those simple words, 
which held a Tneaning so deep, were to Bachel 
fortitude and consolation. 

And in the meanwhile, the little world around 
her, unconscious of her sufferings and her trials — 
for even her mother could not whoUy diyine them 
— went on its ways. Mrs. Gray grumbled, Jane 
was grim, Mary was peevish, and Mrs. Brown 
occasionally dropped in "to keep them going/* as 
she said herself. 

As to Eichard Jones, we will not attempt to 
describe the uneasiness of mind he endured in 
endeavouring to follow out Eachel's advice. He 
did not understand its spirit, which, indeed, she 
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cotild not have explained. They who make the 
will of God their dedly law, are guided, even in 
apparently worldly matters, -^ not indeed, so as 
never to commit mistakes, which were being 
beyond humanity, but so, at least, as to err as 
little as possible concerning their true motives of 
action. Our passions are our curse, spiritual and 
temporal; and the mere habit of subduing them 
gives prudence and humility in all things: — 
wisdom thus becomes one of the rewards which 
God grants to the faithful servant 

But of this, what did Eichard Jones — the most 
nnspiritual of good men, know? After three days 
spent in a state of distracting doubt, he came to 
the conclusion that it was, and must be the will of 
Heaven that he should have a shop. Poor fellow! 
if he took his own will for that of the Almighty, 
did he &Q1 into a very uncommon mistake? 

Once, his mind was made up, he turned 
desperate, went and secured the shop. He had 
ail the time been in a perfect fever, lest some other 

Rachel Gray. 9 
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should forestall him, after which he became cahn. 
"Did not much care about Miss Gray's opinion — 
did not see why he should care about any one's 
opinion,'' and in this lofty mood it was thatBichard 
Jones went and gave a loud, clear, and distinct 
knock at Mrs. Gray's door. 

Dinner was over — the apprentices were work- 
ing — Rachel was dreaming, rather sadly, poor girl! 
for she thought of what was, and of what might 
have been. Mrs. Gray was reading the newspaper, 
when the entrance of Richard Jones, admitted by 
his daughter, disturbed the quiet little household. 
At once Mrs. Gray flew into politics. 

"WeU, Mr. Jones," she cried, "and how are 
you? I suppose you know they are raising the 
taxes — and then such rates a& we have, Mr. Jones 
— such rates!" 

Mrs. Gray was habitually a Tory, and not 
a mild one; but on the subject of taxes and rates, 
Mrs. Gray was, we are sorry to say, a violent radical. 
"She couldn't abide them," she declared. 
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"And SO they axe raising the taxes, are they!" 
echoed Mr. Jones, chuckling. "Eh! but that won't 
do for me, Mrs. Gray. I 'm turning householder — 
and hard by here too!" he added, winking. 

Mrs. Gray did not understand at all. She 
coughed, and looked puzzled. Mr. Joi^es saw 
that Eachel had not spoken to her. He continued 
winking, chuckling, and rubbing his hands as he 
spoke. 

"I am going into business, Mrs. Gray." 

Mrs. Gray was profoundly astonished; Mary's 
work dropped on her lap as she stared with open 
mouth and eyes at her father, who chucked her 
chin for her. 

"Yes," he resumed, addressing Mrs. Gray; 
"I had always a turn that way.** 

"Oh, you had!" 

"Always, Mrs. Gray; but I hadn't got no 

capital; and for a man to go into business without 

capital, why, ma'am, it's like a body that aint got 

no soul." 

9* 
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"Don't talk so, Mr. Jones," said Mrs. Gray, 
to whom the latter proposition sounded atheistical, 
"don't!" 

"Well, but what's a man without capital?" 
asked Mr. Jones, unconscious of his offence, "why, 
nothink, Mrs. Gray, nothink! "Well, but that's not 
the question — I 've got capital now, you see, and 
so I am going to set up a grocery business in the 
rag and bottle shop round the comer; and I hare 
called to secure your custom — that's all, 
Mrs. Gray." 

He winked and chuckled c^ain. Itachel could 
not help smiling. Mrs. Gray was grave and 
courteous, like any foreign potentate congratulating 
his dear brother, Monsieur mon Mxe, on some 
fortunate event of his reign. 

"I called to tell you that, Mrs. Gray," resumed 
Jones; "and, also, to* ask a favour of Miss Gray. 
I should be so much obliged to 'her, if she could 
spare my little Mary for half an hour or so, just 
to look over the house with me." 
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**0f course she cam/* replied Mrs. Gray for 
her meek daughter. "Go arid put on your bonnet, 
Mary.'* 

Mary, whom the tidings of the grocer's shop 
had most agreeably excited, rose with great 
alacrity to obey, and promptly returned, with her 
bonnet on. 

It was Eachel who let them out. 

"You need not be in a hurry to come back, 
dear," she whispered; "there's not more work than 
Jane and I can well manage." 

Mary's only reply to this kind speech, was a 
saucy toss of the head. The little thing already 
felt an heiress. 

"How much money have you got, father?" she 
promptly asked, as they went down the street, 

"Sixty pounds, my dear." 

"Law! that ain't much," said Mary, as if she 
had rolled in guineas all her life. 

"Well, it isn't," he replied candidly, and exactly 
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in the same spirit; for if tiiere is a tiling people 
promptly get nsed to, it is money. 

Mary had always been her fathei's confidaate; 
he now opened his whole heait to her, and ms 
thereby much relieved. To his great satisfaction, 
Mary condescended to approve almost without 
restriction, all he had done. She accompanied him 
over the house and shop — thought "the whole 
concern rather dirty," but kindly added, "that 
when it was cleaned up a bit, it would do;" aad 
finally gave it as her opinion, "that there wasnt 
a better position in the whole neighbourhood." 

"Of course there ain't," said Mr. Jones, sitting 
down on the counter. "The goodwives must either 
buy fr9m me, or walk a mile. Now it stands to 
reason that, rather than walk a mile, with babies 
crying at home, and husbands growling — it stands 
to reason, I say, that they'll buy from me. Don't 
it, Mary?" 

"Of course it does." 

""Well, that ain't alL You see I know some- 
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thing of business. The interest of capital in busi- 
ness ranges from ten to a hundred per cent ac- 
cording to luck; nov I am lucky being alone, so 
we'll say fifty per cent, which is moderate, ain't it, 
Mary?" 

"Of course it is," replied that infallible au- 
thority. 

"Well then: capital, sixty pounds; interest, 
fifty per cent. Why, in no time, like, I shall 
double my capital; and when it's doubled, I shall 
double it again — and so I'll go on doubling and 
doubling until Tm tired — and then we'll stop. 
Won't we, Mary?" 

The little thing laughed; her father gave her 
a kiss; got up from the counter, and with the 
golden vision of endless doubling of capital before 
him, walked out of the shop. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

What airs little Mary took; Low Jane taunted 
and twitted her, Low Rachel had to interfere; how 
even Mrs. Brown chose to comment on the startling 
fact of a new grocer's shop, and what predictions 
she made, we leave to the imagination of the 
reader. 

"We deal with the great day, or rather with the 
eve of the great day. It was come. Rachel, her 
mother, Mary, and Mr. Jones were aU busy giving 
the shop its last finishiTig touch; on the next morn- 
ing the Teapot was to open. 

"Well, Miss Gray, 'tain't amiss, is it?" said 
Jones, looking around him with innocent satis- 
faction. 

He was, as we have said before, a sort of Jack- 
of-all-trades, and to him the Teapot doubly owed 
its existence. He had painted the walls; he had 
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fixed up the Bhelves in their places; the drawers 
and boxes his own hands had fashioned. We will 
not ayer that a t)rofessional glazier and carpenter 
* might not have done all this infinitely better than 
Bichard Jones, but who could have worked sa 
cheap or pleased Bichard Jones so well? And thus 
with harmless pleasure he could look around him 
and repeat: 

"WeU, Miss Gray, 'tain't amiss, is it?" 

"Amiss!'* put in Mrs. Gray, before her daughter 
could speak, "I should think not. You're a clever 
man, Hr. Jones, to have done all that with your 
own hands, out of your own head." 

Mr. Jones rubbed his forehead, and passed his 
hand through his stubby hair. 

"Well, Ma'am, 'tain't amiss, ttiough I say it 
that shouldn't, and though 'tain't much." 

"I^ot much, father!" zealously cried Maiy, not 
relishing so much modesty, ''why, didn't you nail 
them shelves with your own hands?" 
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"WeU, chfld," candidly replied her father, "I 
think I may say I did." 

"And didn't you make all them sqnare boxes, 
a whole dozen of them?" 

"Hold your tongue you little chit, and help 
Miss Gray there to put up the jams and ma^ 
malades/' 

"And didn't you paint the walls?" triumphantly 
exclaimed Mary, without heeding his orders. 
"Who else did, I should like to know?" 
"And the counter! who made the counter?" 
"Not I, Mary. I only polished it up." 
"WeU, but what was it before you polished it 
up, father?" asked the pertinacious daughter. 

"Not much to speak of; thaf s the truth. Why, 
bless you, Mrs. Gray," he added, turning confiden- 
tially towards her, "you never saw such a poor 
object as that counter was in all your bom days. 
It caught my eye at the comer of one of them 
second-hand shops in the New Cut* The man was 
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standing at fhe door, whistling, with, his hands in 
his pockets. 'Thafs fire-wood/ says I to him. 
'No 'tain't, it's as good a counter as ever a sovereign 
was changed on.* *My good man/ says I, *ifs 
firewood, and 111 give you five shillings for it.' 
Law, hut you should have seen how he looked at 
me. Well, to cut a long story short, he swore it 
was a counter, and I swore it was firewood, and 
80, at length, I give him ten shillings for it, and 
hrought it home and cleaned it down, and scraped 
the dirt, inch thick, off, and washed it, and painted 
it, and polished it, and look at it now, Mrs. Gray, 
look at it now!" 

"Ifs just like mahogany!" enthusiastically cried 
Mary, "ain't it. Miss Gray?" 

"Not quite, dear," mildly said Rachel, who was 
truth itself, "hut it looks very nice. But, Mr. 
Jones," she added, in a low timid voice, "why did- 
you tell the man it was firewood, when you meant 
it as a counter?" 

Jones wagged his head, winked, and touching 
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his nose with his right hand forefinger, he whis- 
pered knowingly: ''That was husiness, Miss Gray, 
and in business, you know — hem!" 

"But the Teapot, father," cried Mary, "where's 
the Teapot?" 

"Why, here's the Tea-pot," exclaimed Jones, 
suddenly producing this masterpiece of art, and 
holding it up aloft to the gaze of the beholders. 

Such a Teapot had never been seen before, 
and, most probably, will never be seen again, to 
the end of time. Its shape we will not, because 
we cannot describe. It confounded Eachel, and 
startled even Mrs. Gray. She coughed, and looked 
at it dubiously. 

"Where's the lid?" she said. 

"Why, here's the lid; but it don't take off, 
you know." 

"Oh! I see. And that's the handle." 

"The handle! bless you, Mrs. Gray, it's the 
spout" 
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"Well, but Where's the handle, then?" 

"Why, here's the handle, to be sure," replied 
Jones, rather nettled, "don't you see?" 

Mrs. Gray said she did; but we are inclined to 
believe she did not. However, Jones was satis- 
fied; and, setting down the wooden Teapot — we 
forgot to say that it was flaming red — on the 
counter, he surveyed it complacently. 

"I spent a week on that Teapot," he said 
"didn't I, Mary?" 

"Ten days, father." 

"Well, one must not grudge time or trouble, 
must one, Mrs. Gray? And now, ladies, we'll 
put away the Teapot, and step into the parlour, 
and have a cup of tea, eh?" 
• With the cup of tea, came a discussion of the 
morrow's prospects, and of the ultimate destinies 
of the Teapot — the upshot of which was, that 
Mr. Jones waa an enterprising public man, and 
destined to effect a salutary revolution in the 
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whole neighbourhood. Such, at least, was the 
opinion of Mrs. Gray, warmly supported by Mary. 
Mr. Jones was silent, through modesty; Eachel, 
because she was already thinking of other things. 
They parted late, though the Teapot was to open 
early. 

There is a report that it opened with dawn, 
Mr. Jones not having been able to shut his eyes 
aU. night for excitement. But it is more important 
to record that, until its close, late on the following 
evening, the Teapot was not one moment empty. 
Mary had remained at homfe, to assist her father; 
and she went through the day with perfect com- 
posure; but Mr. Jones was fairly overpowered: 
the cup of his honours was too fuU; the sum of 
his joy was too great. He blundered, he stam- 
mered, he was excited, and looked fooliBh. Alt%- 
gei^er, he did not feel happy, until the shop was 
shut, and all was fairly over. He then sat down, 
wiped his forehead, and declared, that since he 
was married to his dear little Mary's blessed 
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mother, he had never gone through such a trying 
day — never. 

"It's a fine thing Mr. Jones has undertaken," 
gravely observed Mrs. Gray to Mrs; Brown. 

But Mrs. Brown was inclined to look at the 
shady side of the Tea-pot. 

"La bless you!" she kindly said, "itTl never 
do. I said so from the first, and I say so the last, 
it'll never do!" 

"Oh, yes it will!" grimly observed Jane; "it 
will do for Mr. Jones, Mrs. Brown." 

"I hope not, Jane," said Eachel, gravely; 
"and I would rather," she added, with some 
firmness, and venturing for once on a reproof, 
"I would rather you did not think so much of 
what evil may happen to others. Sufficient to any 
of us is it to look forward to our own share of 
evil days." 

She raised her voice as she began; but it sank 
low ere she concluded. Surprised at herself for 
having said so much, she did not look round, but 
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resumed her work, a moment interrupted. The 
room remained deeply silent Jane was crimBon. 
Tor once, Mrs. Gfray thought her daughter had 
spoken sensibly; and for once, Mrs. Brown found 
nothing to say. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

A WEEK had passed oyer the Teapot, and, 
sittmg in the back-parlour with Mary, who was 
busy sewing, Eichard Jones dived deep into his 
books, and cast up his accounts. He allowed for 
rent, for expenditure, for household, for extras, 
then his face, brimful of ill-disguised exultation, 
he said to his daughter: ''Well, Mary, dear, 'taint 
much to boast of, but for a first week, you see, 
'taint amiss, either. I £nd, all expenses covered, 
one pound ten net profit l^ow, you know, that 
makes, first, fifty-two pound a-year; then half of 
fifty-two, twenty-six; add twenty-six to fifty-two, 
seventy-eight — seventy-eight pound a-year, net* 
profit. Well, it stands to reason and common 
sense, that as I go on, my business will go on 
improving too; in short, put it at the lowest — 
I hate exaggeration — well put it at the lowest, 

Hachel Gray. 10 
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and I may say that by next Michaelmas, we shall 
have a neat hundred." 

"Law! father, can't you say a hundred and 
fifty at once,*' peevishly interrupted Mary/ 

Mary's will was law. 

"Well, I really think I can say a hundred and 
fifty," ingenuously replied Eichard Jones, "now, 
with a hundred and fifty pound for the first year, 
and just five per cent, as increase of profit for the 
second." 

"I'm sure it 11 be ten per cent," again in- 
terrupted Mary, who, from hearing her father, had 
caught up some of the money terms of this money- 
maMng world. 

"Well, I should not wonder if it would not," 
replied her docile papa. "We'll suppose it, at 
least; well that'd be fifteen pound to add to the 
hundred and fifty, or, rather, to the three hun- 
dred, and then for the next year it would be — 
let me seel Ah!" and he scratched his head. 
"I think I am getting into what they call com* 
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potmd interest, and, to say the tnith, I never was 
a very quick arithmetician. At all events, it is 
pretty clear that at the end of ten years, we shall 
stand at the head of something like fifteen hundred 
pound, and a flourishing house of business," he 
added, glancing towards the shop — "a flourishing 
house of business," he continued, complacently 
passing his Angers through his hair. 

Awhile he mused, then suddenly he observed: 
"Mary, my dear, hadn't you better go to bed?" 
Mary now slept at home. "You have to get up 
early, you know." 

"Yes; but I ain't going to," she tartly replied. 
"It gives me a pain in my side," she added. 

''Then you shall not get up early," autho- 
ritatively said Mr. Jones. "Ill not allow my 
daughter to work herself to death for no Miss 
Grays." 

"I don't think I shall go at all to-morrow," 
composedly resumed Mary. "I don't like dress- 
making — it don't agree with me." 

10* 
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Mr. Jones had at first looked staitled, but this 
settled the question. 

"K dress-making don't agree with you, not 
another stitch shall you put in," he said, ^half 
angrily. "I think myself you don't look half so 
weU as you used to, and though Miss Gray is as 
nice a person as one need wish to meet, I think 
she might have perceived it before this; but in- 
terest blinds us all — every one of us," he added, 
with a philosophic sigh pver the weaknesses of 
humanity. 

"I know what Jane will be sure to say,** ob- 
served Mary; "but I don't care." 

"I should think not! Law! bless you, child, 
I have got quite beyond troubling my poor brainfl 
with what other people thinks; and if I choose to 
keep my daughter at home now that I can afford 
to do so, why shouldn't I? It's a hard case, i^ 
when a man's weU off and comfortable, and getting 
on better and better every day — it's a hard 
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case, indeed, if he can't keep his only child with 
him." 

This matter decided, Mary went up to her 
room; her father remained by the fireside, looking 
at the glowing coals, and dreaming to his heart's 
content 

"If I go on prospering so," he thought, "why 
fihonld I not take — in time, of course — some 
smart young fellow to help me in the shop? It 
stands to reason that cummers like to be served 
qaickly. Law, bless you! they hate waiting," he 
added, ihoughtfuUyj addressing the fire, and giving 
it a poke, by way of comment, "ihe ladies always 
hate it. But, as I was saying, why shouldn^ I 
take some smart young man, and he, of course — 
why, I know what he 'd do — why, he 'd fall in 
love with Mary, of course — and why shouldn't 
he?" inquired Jones, warming with his subject 
"Was I not a poor fellow once, and did I not 
marry my master's daughter?" 

Mr. Jones gave the fire another poke. In the 
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bumiTig coals he saw a pleafiing yision rise. He 
saw his shop full of customers; he served with 
slow dignity, assisted by a "tight, brisk young 
fellow," busy as a bee, active as a deer, for it was 
Saturday night, and the fair niaids and matrons of 
the viciidty were all impatient Then from Satur- 
day it was Sunday; the shop was closed, the street 
was silent. Young Thomson was brushing his coat 
in the yard and whistling; Mary was tipstaiis 
dressing; another five minutes, and she comes 
down in straw bonnet lined with pink, clean 
printed muslin frock, mousselihe-de-laine shawl, 
brown boots and blue parasol. The happy father 
saw them going off together with delighted eyes 
and brimfrd heart Then other visions follow; one 
of a wedding breakfast at which Mr. Jones sings a 
song, and another of half a dozen grandchildren, 
all tugging at his skirts, whilst he solemnly rocks 
the baby, and as solemnly informs the infant: 
"that he had done as much for its motiier 
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Peace be with such dreams whenever they come 
to the poor man's hearth! 

A little surprised at not seeing Mary as usual 
on the following morning, and thinking she might 
be unwell, Eachel Gray sent Jane to enquire. Jane 
soon returned, her fiace brimful of news. 
"WeU," said Bachel, "how is Mary?" 
"Law bless you Miss, Mary's well enough." 
"Why did she not come then?" 
"She does not like dress-making no more." 
And Jane sat down, and took up her work, 
and became deeply absorbed in a sleeve trimming. 
Bachel reddened and looked pained. She li^ed 
Mary; the pale, sickly child reminded her strongly 
of her own lost sister, and though she could allow 
for the natural tartness with which Jane had no 
doubt fulfilled hei^ errand, yet she knew that Jane 
was true, and that as she represented it, the matter 
must be. 

For a while she suspended her work, sadly 
wondering at tiie causeless ingratitude of a child 
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whom she had treated with unifomi kindness and 
indulgence y then she tried to dismiss the matter 
fix>m her mind; but she could not do so, and when 
dusk came round, her first act, as soon as she laid 
by her work, was to slip out unperceived — for 
Mrs. Grray, highly indignant with Mr. Jones and 
his daughter, would certainly have opposed her — 
and go as far as the Teapot. 

Mr. Jones was serving a customer. He did not 
recognize Kachel as she entered the shop, and 
hastily called out: 

"Mary — Mary come and serve the lady." 

"It 's only me, Mr, Jones," timidly said 
Eachel. 

"Walk in, Miss Gray," he replied, slightly 
embarrassed, "walk in, you^ find Mary in the 
back parlour, very glad to see you, Miss Gray." 

Much more sulky than glad looked Mary,* but 
of this Eachel took no notice; she sat down by the 
side of the young girl, and, as if nothing had 
occurred, spoke of the Teapot and its prospects: 
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To wMcli discourse Mary gave replies pertinaciously 
sullen. 

^Iklary!'* at length said Eachel, "why did you 
not come to work to day, were you unwell?" 

This simple question obtaining no reply, Eachel 
repeated it; still Mary remained silent, but when 
a third time Rachel gently said: "Mary what was 
it ailed you?" 

Mary began to cry. 

"Well, well, what's the matter?" exclaimed 
her father looking in, "you ain't been scolding my 
ittle Mary have you. Miss Gray?" 

"I!" said Eachel, "no, Mr. Jones, I only 
tsked her why she did not come this morn- 
ing?'' 

"Because I would not let her," he replied, 
almost sharply, "dress-making don't agree with my 
Maiy, Miss Gray, and you know I told you from 
the first, that if her health wouldn't allow it, she 
was not to stay." 
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And a customer calling him back to the shop, 
he left the parlour threshold. Bachel rose. 

"Good-night, Mary,** she gently said; "if you 
feel stronger, and more able to work, you may 
come back to me." 

Mary did not reply. 

"Good-night, Mr. Jones ,*^ said Bachel, passing 
through the shop. 

"Good-night, Miss Gray," he replied, formally. 
"My best respects to Mrs. Gray, if you please." 

When people have done an insolent and 
ungrateful thing, they generally try to persuade 
themselves that it was a spirited, independent 
sort of thing; and so now endeavoured to think 
Eichard Jones and his daughter — but in vain. 
To both stLLl came the thought: "Was this the 
return to make to Eachel Gray for all her 
kindness?" 

The conscience of Mr. Jones ^ little used to 
such reflections, made him feel extremely uneasy; 
and if that of Mary was not quite so sensitive » the 
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dull routine of the patemal home added much 
force to the conclusion "that she had much better 
have stayed with Miss Gray " Mary was too 
childish, and had ever been too much indulged to 
care for consistency. At the close of a week, she 
therefore declared that she wished to go back to 
JuGfls Gray, and did not know why her father had 
taken her away. 

**I — I — my dear!" said Eichard Jones, 
confounded at the accusation, "you said getting up 
early made your side ache." 

"So it did; but I could have got up late, and 
gone aU the same, only you wouldn't let me; you 
kept me here to mind the shop. I hate the shop. 
Teapot and all!" added Mary, busting into 
tears. 

Jones hung down his head — then shook it 

"Oh! my little Mary — my little Mary!'* he 
exclaimed, ruefully; and he felt as if he could 
hare cried himself, to see the strange perversity of 
this spoiled child,* "who turned upon him," as he 
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internally phrased it, and actually upbraided bim 
with his over-indulgence. 

A wiser father would never have thus indulged 
a pettish daughter, and never have humbled him- 
self as, to please his little Mary, Richard Jones 
now did. That same day, he went round to 
Bachel Gray's; he had hoped that she might be 
alone in the 'little parlour; but no, there sat, as if 
to increase his mortification, Mrs. Gf^ray, stiff and 
stem, and Jane smiling grimly. Eachel alone was 
the same as usuaL Jones scratched his head, 
coughed, and looked foolish; but at length he came 
out with it: 

"Would Miss Gray take back his daughter, 
whose health a week's rest had much kapfroved — 
much improved," he added, looking at Eac^l 
doubtMly. 

Mrs. Gray drew herself up to utter a stem 
"No," but for once the mild Bachel checked and 
contradicted her mother, and said: 

''Yes, Mr. Jones, with great pleasure. You 
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may send her to-daj, if yoiv^ikie. She has missed 
hb, and we have missed her/' 

"Thank you, M&s Gray — thank you,** said 
Jones, hurriedly rising to leave. 

"Give Kary my kind love," whispered Eachel, 
as she let him out. 

But Jones had not heard her. Yery slowly, 
and with his hands in his pockets, he walked 
down the street. He had not grown tired of 
Mary's company; why had Mary grown tired of 
his? "It's natural, I suppose," he thought, "it's 
natural;" and when he entered the sh9p, where 
Mary sat sulking behind the counter, and he told 
her that she might go back to Miss Gray's, and 
when he saw her face light up with pleasure, 
he forgot that, though natural, it was not 
pleasant. 

"You may go to-day," he added, smiling. 

At once, Mary flew upstairs to her room. In 
less than Ave minutes, she was down again, and 
merely nodding, to her father as she passed through 
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the shop, off she weA, with the light, happy step 
of youth. 

"It's natural," he' thought i^ain, "it's very 
natural," but he sighed. 

Mrs. Gray took in high dudgeon the consent 
her daughter had given to the return of Mary 
Jones. She scarcely looked at that young lady the 
whole day, and when she was gone, and Jane had 
retired to her little room, and mother and daughter 
sat together, Eachel got a lecture. 

"You have no spirit," indignantly said 
Mrs. Gray. "What! after the little hussy behaving 
so shamefully, you take her back for the 
asking!" 

"She is but a child," gently observed Eachel. 

"But her father ain't a child, is he?" 

Rachel smiled. 

"Indeed, mother, he is not much better," she 
replied. 

"I teU you, that you ain't got a bit of spirit," 
angrily resumed Mrs. Gray. "The little imperent 
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huBsyl to think of playing he^ tricks here! And do 
you think I'm agoing to stand that?" added Mrs. 
Gray, wanning with her subject; "no, that I 
ain't! See if I don't turn her out of doors to- 
morrow morning." 

"Oh! mother, mother, do not!" cried Eache]^ 
alarmed at the threat; "think that she is but a 
child, after all. And, oh, mother!" she added with 
a sigh, "have you never noticed how like she is to 
what our own little Jane once was?" 

Mrs. Gray remained mute. She looked back 
in the past for the image of her lost child. She 
saw a pale face, with blue eyes and fair hair, like 
Mary's. Never before had the resemblance struck 
her; when it came, it acted with overpowering 
force on a nature which, though rugged, and stem, 
and embittered by age and sorrows, was neither 
cold nor forgetful. 

One solitary love, but ardent and impassioned^ 
had Sarah Gray known, in her life of three-score 
and ten — the love of a harsh, but devoted mother 



160 BACHEL GBAY, 

for an only child. For that child's sake had its 
father y whom she had married more for prudential 
reasons than for motives of affection, hecome dear 
to her heart. He was the father of her Jane. 
For that child's sake, had she, without repining, 
J)ome the burden of BacheL Bachel was the 
sister of her Jane. Never should Eachel want, 
whilst she had heart and hands to work, and earn 
her a bit of bread. 

But when this much-loved child, after ripening 
to early youth, withered and dropped from the 
tree of life; when she was laid to sleep in a 
premature grave, all trace of the holy and beautiful 
tenderness which gives its grace to womanhood, 
seemed to pass away from the bereaved mother's 
heart. She became more harsh, more morose than 
she had ever been, and had it been worth the 
world's while to note or record it, of her too it 
might have been said, as it was of England's 
childless Xing, ''that from one sad day she smiled 
no more." And now, when she heard Bachel, 
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when in her mind she compared the living with 
the dead, strength, pride , fortitude forsook her, her 
stem features* worked, her aged bosom heaved, 
passionate tears £owed down her wrinkled cheek. 

"Oh! my darling — my lost darling!" she 
cried, in broken accents, ''would I could have died 
for thee! would thou wert here to-day! would 
my old bones filled thy young gravei** 

And she threw her apron oyer her £a€e, and 
moaned with bitterness and anguish. 

"Mother, dear mother, do not, pray do not!*' 
cried Bachel, distressed and alarmed at so unusual 
a burst of emotion. After a while, Mis. Gray 
unyeiled her fSace. It was pale and agitated; 
but her tears had ceased. For years they had 
not fiowed, and until her dying day, they flowed 
no more. 

'' Bachel," she said, looking in her step* 
daughter's face, "I foi^ye you« You have 
nearly broken my heart Let Mary come, stay, 
and go; but talk to me no more of the dead. 

Rachel Gray* 11 
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Kaohel, when my darling died," here her pale 
lips quivered, "know that I rebelled ag&inBt 
the Lord — know that I did not give her up 
willingly, but only after such agony of mind and 
heart as a mother goes through when she sees 
the child she has borne, reared, cherished, fondled, 
lying a pale, cold bit of earth before her! And, 
therefore, I say, talk no more to me about the 
dead, lest my rebellious heart should rise again, 
and cry out' to its Maker: *0h God! oh God! 
why didst thou take her from me!*" 

Mrs. Gray rose to leave the room:. On the 
threshold, she turned back to say in a low, sad 
voice: 

"The child may come to-morrow, Rachel." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Mbs. Geat had never cared about Mary 
Jones; she had always thought her what she was 
indeed — a sickly and peevish child. But now 
her heart yearned towards the young girl, she 
herself would have been loth to confess why. 
Mary took it as a matter of course, Jane wondered, 
Rachel well knew what had wrought such a 
change; but she said nothing, and watched silently. 

In softened tones, Mrs. Gray now addressed 

the young girl. If Rachel ventured to chide 

Mary, though ever so slightly, her step -mother 

sharply checked her. "Let the child alone," 

were her mildest words. As to Jane or Mrs. 

Brown, they both soon learned that Mary Jones 

was not to be looked at with impunity. Mrs. 

Gray wondered at them, she did, for teazing the 

poor little thing. In short, Mary was exalted 

.11* 
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to the post of favourite to the ruling powers, and 
she filled it with dignity and consequence. 

But the watchful eye of Kachel Gray noted 
other signs. She saw with silent uneasiness, 
the fading eye, the faltering step, the weajkness 
daily increasing of her step -mother; and she 
felt with secret sorrow that she was soon to lose 
this harsh, yet not unloving or unloved companion 
of her quiet life. 

Mrs. Gray complained one day of feeling 
we&k and ailing. She felt worse the next day, 
and still worse on the third. And thus, day by 
day, she slowly declined without hope of recovery. 
Mrs. Gray had a strong, though narrow mind, aad 
a courageous heart. She heard the doctor's 
sentence calmly and firmly; and virtues which 
she had neglected in life, graced and adorned 
her last ho.urs and her dying bed. Meek and 
patient she bore suffering and disease without 
repining or complaint, and granted herself but 
one indulgence: the si^t and presence of Mary. 
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The young girl was kinder and more attentive 
to her old Mend than might have been expected 
from her pettish, indulged nature. She took 
a sort of pride in keeping Mrs. Gray company, 
in seeing to Mrs. Gray, as she called it 
Her little vanity was gratified in having 
the once redoubtable Mrs. Gray now wholly 
in her hands, and in some sort a helpless 
dependent on her good -will and kindness. It 
may be, too, fliat she found a not unworthy 
satisfaction in feeling and proving to the little 
world around her, that she also was a person of 
weight and consequence. 

But her childish kindness availed not. The 
time of Mrs. Gray had come; she too was to 
depart from a world where toil and few joys, 
and some heavy sorrows had been her portion. 
Mary and Bachel were alone with her in that 
hour. 

Mary was busy about the room. Eachel sat 
by her mother's bed. Pale and languid, Mrs. 
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Gray turned to her Btep-daughter, and gathering 
her remamiiig strength to speak, she said feebly: 
"My poor Bachel, I am afiradd I have often teazed 
and tormented you. It was all temper; but I 
never meant it unkindly — never indeed. And 
then, you see, Bachel," she added, true to her 
old spirit of patronizing and misunderstanding 
her step -daughter, "Your not being exactly like 
others provoked me at times; but I know it 
shouldn't — it wasn't fair to 'you, poor girl! 
for of course you couldn't help it." 

And Bachel, true to her spirit of humble 
submission, only smiled, and kissed her mother's 
wasted cheek, and said, meekly: "Do not think 
of it, dear mother — do not; you were not to 
blame." 

And she did not murmur, even in her heart 
She did not find it hard that to the end she 
should be slighted, and held as one of little 
worth. 
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A little while after this, Mrs. Gray spoke 
again. "Where is Maiy?" she said. 

"And here I am, Mrs. Gray," said Mary, 
coming up to her on the other side of the 
hed. 

Mrs. Gray smiled, and stretched out her 
trembling hands, until they met and clasped 
those of the young girl. Then, with her 
fading eyes fixed on Mary's face, she said to 
BAchel: 

"Eachel, tell your father that I forgive him, 
will you?" 

"Yes, mother," replied Bachel, in a low 
tone. c 

"Eachel," she said again, and her weak voice 
rose, "Bachel, you .have been a good and a fetithful 
daughter to me — may the Lord bless you!" 

Tears streamed down Eachel's face on hearing 
those few words that paid her for maay a bitter 
hour; but her mother saw them not, still her look 
sought Mary. 
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"In Thy hands, Lord, I commend my spirit," 
she mnimnred, and with her look still fastened on 
little I^ary's pale face, she died. 

Sad and empty seemed the house to Bachel 
Gray when her mother was gone. . She missed her 
chiding voice, her step, heavy with s/ge, her very 
scolding, which long habit had made light to 
bear. 

The solitude and liberty once so dear and bo 
hardly won, now becajne painful and oppressive; 
but Rachel was not long troubled with either. 

We are told that "he whom He loveth He 
chasteneth;" and Rachel was not unloved, for she, 
too, was to have her share of affliction. Spite her 
sickly aspect, she enjoyed good health, and, there- 
fore, when she rose one morning, shortly after her 
mother's death, and felt imusually languid and un- 
well, Rachel was more surprised than alarmed. 

"La, Miss! how poorly you do look!** exclaimed 
Jane, laying down her work with concern. 

"I do not feel very well,*' replied Rachel, 
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calmly, "but I do not feel very ill, either," she 
added, simling. 

Her looks belied her words; vainly she endea- 
voured to work; by the united entreaties of Jane 
and Kary, she was at length persuaded to go up 
to her room. She laid down on her bed, and tried 
to sleep, but could not; she thought of her step- 
mother, so harsh, yet so kind in her very harsh- 
ness; of her father, so cold and unloving; of her 
silent, lonely life, and its narrow cares and narrow 
duties, above which smiled so heavenly a hope, 
burning like a clear star above a dark and rugged 
yalley; and with these thoughts and feelings, 
heightening them to intensity, blended the heat 
and languor of growing fever. 

When Mary came up to know if Eachel Gray 
wanted anything, she found her so ill that she 
could scarcely answer her question. She grew 
rapidly worse. The medical man who was called 
in, pronounced her disease a slow fever, not 
dangerous, but wasting. 
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"Then there is nothing for it bi4 patience," re- 
signedly said Bachel, "I fear I shall be the cause 
of trouble to those around me, but the will of Gfod 
be done." 

"La, Miss! we'll take care of you," zealoasly 
said Jane, "shan't we, Mary?" 

"Of course we will)," as zealously replied the 
young girL 

Eachel smiled at their earnestness; but their 
zeal was destined to be thrown in the shade by that 
of a third individual. On the fourth day of her 
illness, Eachel was awakened from a heavy sleep 
into which she had fallen, by the sound of angry 
though subdued voices on the staircase. 

"I tell you 'taint a bit of use, and that you're 
not going to go up," said the deep, emphatic tones 
of Jane. 

"Et je vous dis que je veux monter, moi!" ob- 
stinately exclaimed the shrill French voice of Ma- 
dame Bose. 

Jane, who was not patient, now apparently re- 
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sorted to that last aigoment of kings and nations, 
physical force, to remore the intruder, for there 
was the sound of a scuffle on the staircase, bnt if 
she had strength on her side, Madame Eose had 
agility, and though somewhat rufied and out of 
breath, she victoriously burst into Eachel's room. 

''Take care, Miss, take care," screamed Jane, 
rushing up after her, "the French madwoman has 
got in, and I couldn't keep her out." 

"Don't be afraid, Jane," said Eachel, as the 

alarmed apprentice made her appearance at the 

door, "I am very glad to see Madame Rose. I tell 

you she wiU not hurt me, and that I am glad to 

see her," she added, as Jane stared grimly at the < 

J 
intruder. { 

6he spoke so positively, that the apprentice 
retired, but not without emphatically intimating 
that she should be within call if Miss Gray | 

wanted her. 

Bachel was too ill to speak much; but Madame i 
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Bose spared her the trouble by taking that task on. 
herself; indeed, she seemed willing to take a gieat 
deal on herself , and listless as Eachel was, she 
perceired with surprise that Madame Rose ^was in 
some measure taking possession of her sick room. 
She inquired after Mimi. Madame Eose shook her 
head, produced a square pocket-handkerchief, ap- 
plied it to her eyes, then turned them up, tUl the 
whites alone were visible; in short, she plainly in- 
timated that Mimi had gone to her last home; after 
which she promptly dried her tears, and, partly by 
speech, partly by pantomime, she informed Bachel 
that the apprentices were too busy sewing to be able 
to attend on her, and that she — Madame Rose — 
would undertake that care. Rachel was too ill and 
languid to resist; and Jane and Mary, though they 
resented the intrusion of the foreigner, were unable 
to eject her, for, by possession, which is acknow- 
ledged to be nine-tenths of the law, Madame Rose 
made her claim good, until the enemy had aban- 
doned all idea of resistance. 
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And a devote^ nuise she made, eyer attentiTe, 
ever vigilani For three months did Bachel seCy 
in her darkened room, the actiye little figure of 
the Frenchwoman, either moving briskly about, or 
Bitting erect in her chair, knitting assiduously, oc- 
casionally relieved, it is true, by Jane and Mary. 
She saw it when she lay in the trance of fever and 
pain, unable to move or speak; in her few moments 
of languid relief, it was still there,* and it became 
80 linked, in her mind, with her sick room, that^ 
when she awoke one day free irom fever, the 
delightful sensation that pain was gone from her, 
like the weary dream of a troubled night fled in 
the morning, blended with a sense of surprise^ and 
annoyance at missing the nod and the smile of 
Madame Bose. 

Eachel looked around her wondering, and in 
looking, she caught sight of the portly and vulgar 
figure of Mrs. Brown; she saw her with some sur- 
prise, for she knew that that lady entertained a 
strong horror of a sick room. 
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"Ifs only me!" said Mrs. Brown, nodding at 
her. "You are all right now, my girl.'' 

"I feel much better, indeed," replied EacheL 

"Of course you do; the fever is all gone, other- 
wise you should not see me here, I promise you," 
added Mrs. Brown, with another nod, and a know- 
ing wink. 

"And Madame Eose," said Eachel, "where is 
Madame Eose?" 

"Law! don't trouble your mind about her. Keep 
quiet, will you?" 

Mrs. Brown spoke impatiently. Eachel felt too 
weak to dispute her authority, but when Jane came 
up, she again inquired after Madame Eose. Jane 
drily said it was all right, and that Miss Gray 
was to keep quiet; and more than this she would 
not say. 

The fever had left Eachel. She was now 
cured, and rapidly got better; but still, she did not 
see Madame Eose, and was favoured with more of 
Mrs. Brown's company than she liked. At length 
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she one day positively exacted an explanation from 
Jane, -who reluctantly gave it 

"Law bless you, Miss!" she said, '"tain't worth 
talking about. Mrs. Brown can't abide the little 
Frenchwoman; and so, one day when she went out, 
she locked the door, and wouldn't let Mary open 
it; and when Madame Eose rang and rapped, Mrs. 
Brown put her head out of the window, aijid railed 
at her, until she fedrly scared her away from the 
place." 

"But what brought Mrs. Brown here?" asked 
Rachel, who had heard her with much surprise. 

Jane looked' embarrassed, but was spared the 
trouble of replying by the voice of Mrs. Brown, 
who imperatively summoned her downstairs. She 
immediately complied, and left Bachel alone. A 
mild sun shone in through the open window on 
the sick girl; she had that day got up, for the first 
time, and sat in a chair with a book on her knees. 
But she could not read: she felt too happy, blest 
in that delightfril sense of returning health which 
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long dcknesB renders so sweet Her whole soul 
overflowed with joy, thankfulness, and prayer, and 
for once the shadow of sad or subduing thoughts 
fell not on her joy. 

"Well, my girl, and how are yon to-day?" said 
the rough voice of Mrs. Brown, who entered with- 
out the ceremony of knocking. 

Eachel quietly replied that she felt weU — 
almost quite well. 

"Of course you do. I knew Td bring you 
round," said Mrs. Brown. "La bless you! aU their 
coddling was just killing you. So I told Jane, all 
along, but she wouldn't believe me. 'La bless you, 
girl!' I said to her, 'I do it willingly, but ifs 
only just a wasting of my money,* says L" 

"Your money, Mrs. Brown?" interrupted Eachel, 
with a start. 

"Why, of course, my money. Whose else? 
Didn't you know of it?" 

"Lideed, I did not," replied Eachel, oonfounded. 

"La! what a muf£ the girl is!" good-humouredly 
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observed Mrs. Brovn. ''And where did you think, 
stupid, that the money you have been nursed with 
these three months came from? "Why, from my 
pocket, of course; twenty pound three-and-si^ 
besides a quarterns rent, and another running on." 

Eachel was dismayed at the amount of the 
debt When and how should she be able to pay 
so large a sum? Still, rallying from her first feel- 
ing of surprise and disxoay, she attempted to express 
to Mrs. Brown her gratitude for the assistaace so 
generously yielded, and her hope of being able 
to repay it some day; but Mrs. Brown would not 
hear her. 

''Nonsense, Bachel," she said, "I aint a-done 
more than I ought to haye done for my cousin's 
step-daughter. And to whom should Jane^ when 
she wanted money, have come, but to me? [And as 
to paying me, bless you! there's no hurry, BacheL 
I can afford, thank HeaTen, to lend twenty pound, 
and not miss it" 

This was kindness — such Eachel Mi, it to be; 

Rachel Graym 12 
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but, alas! she also felt that these was on her, from 
that day, the badge of obligation and servitude. 
She was still too weak to work; she had, dining 
her long illness, lost the best pait of her customerB; 
nntil her full recovery, she was, perforce, cast on 
Mrs. Brown for assistance, and, of aU persons, 
Mrs. Brown was the last not to take advantage 
of such a state of thir^. Mrs. Brown came when 
she liked, said what she liked, and did what she 
liked in Bachers house. But, indeed, it was not 
Eachel's house — it was Mrs. Brown's. Kachel 
was there on sufferance; the Yery bed on which she 
slept was Mrs. Brown's; the very chair on which 
she sat was Mrs. Brown's. So Mrs. Brown felt, and 
made every one feel, Bachel included. 

The effects of her rule were soon apparent 
Every article of furniture changed its place; every 
household nook was carefully examined and 
improved, and every luckless individual who enter- 
tained a lingering kindness for Eachel Gray, was 
affironted, and effectually banished from the house, 
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from irascible Madame Eose down to peaceful 
Mr. Jones. 

Kachel carried patience to a fault; through her 
whole life, she had been taught to suffer and 
endure silently, and now, burdened with the sense 
of her debt and obligation, she knew not how to 
resist the domestic tyranny of this new tormentor. 
The easiest course was to submit. To Eachel it 
seemed that such, in common gratitude, was her 
duty; and, accordingly, she submitted. But this 
was a time of probation and trial: as such she 
ever looked back to it, in after life. To Jane, 
her patience seemed amazing, and scarcely com- 
mendable. 

"I wonder you can bear with the old creetur, 
that I do," she said, emphatically. 

''Mrs. Brown means kindly,'' said Eachel, 

"and she has been a kind friend to me, when 

I had no other Mend. I may well hare a little 

patience.'' 

12» 
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''A litiile patieiioer' eohoed Jane, indigiumtly, 
''a little patience! when she's always at you.'* 

But Eachel would hear no more on the subject. 
If she bore with Mrs. Brown, it was not to mummi 
at her behind her back. Yet she was not so 
insensible to what she endured, but that she felt 
it a positive relief when Mrs. Brown went and 
paid one of her nieces a visit in the country, 
and for a few weeks delivered the house of her 
presence. IntemaUy, Eachel accused herself of 
ingratitude because she felt glad. "It's very wrong 
of me, I know,** she remorsefully thought, "but 
I feel as if I could not help it." 

Her health was now restored. She had found 
some work to do; with time she knew she should 
be able to pay Mrs. Brown. Her mind recovered 
its habitual tone; old thoughts, old feelings, laid 
by during the hour of trial and sickness, but never 
forsaken, returned to her now, and time, as it passed 
on, matured a great thought in her heart 

*'Who knows," she often asked herself^ in her 



SACHEL GtJULY* 181 

waking dreams, "who kno\fs if the hour is not 
come at last? My father caimot always torn hia 
face from me. Love me at once he cannot; but 
why should he not with time?" Yet it w-as not 
at once that Eachel acted on these thoughts. 
I^ever since he had received her so coldly, had she 
Grossed her fttther^s threshold; but often, in the 
evening, she had walked up and down before his 
door, looking at him through the shop window 
with sad ajod earnest eyes, never seeking for 
more than that stolen glance, though still with 
the persistency of a fond heart, she looked forward 
to a happier future. 

And thus she lingered until one morning, when 
she rose, nerved her heart, and went out; calmly 
resolved to bear as others, to act 

She went to her fathex^s house. She found him 
Btordy and stem, planing with the vigour of a man 
in the prime of life. His brow beoame clouded, 
as he saw and recognized hia daughter's pale face 
and shrinking figure. ' Still he ba4e her come in^ 
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for she stood on the threshold timidly waiting for 
a welcome; and his ui^acioasness was limited to 
the cold question of what had hrought her. 

"I am come to see you, father," was her mild 
reply. And as to this Thomas Gray said nothing, 
Eachel added: "My mother is dead.'* 

"I know it, and haye known it these three 
months," he drily answered. 

"She died very happy," resumed Rachel, "and 
hefore she died, she desired me to come and 
tell you that sh^ sincerely forgaye you all past 
unkindness." 

A frown knit the rugged hrow of Thomas Gray. 
His late wife had had a sharp temper of her own; 
and perhaps he thought himself as much sinned 
against aa sinning. But he made no comment 

"Father," said Eachel, speaking fix)m her very 
heart, and looking earnestly in his &oe, "may 
I come and live with you?" 

Thomas Gray looked steadily at his daughter, 
and did not reply. But Eachel, resolved not to 



-^ 
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be easily disheartened , persisted none the less. 
^Tather," she resumed, and her voice faltered with 
the deptii of her emotion, "pray let me. I know 
you do not care much for me. I dare say you 
are right, that I am not worth much; but still 
I might be useful to you. A burden I certainly 
should not be; and in sickness, in age, I think, 
I hope, father, you would like to have your 
daughter near you. 

"I am now your only child,'' she^ added, after 
a jnomenfs pause; "the only living thing of your 
blood, not one relative have I in this wide world; 
and you, father, you too are alone. Let me come 
to live with you.* Pray let me! If my presence 
is irksome to you," added Eachel, 'gazing wist- 
fully in his face, as both hope and courage began 
to £eu1 her, "I shall keep out of the way. Indeed, 
indeed," she added with tears in her eyes, "I shall" 

He had heard her out very quietly, and very 
quietly he replied: "Bachel, what did I go to 
America for?" 
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Eachely rather bewildered with the question, 
Mtered that she did not know. 

"And what did I come to live here for?** he 
continued, 

Eaohel did not answer; but there was a sad 
foreboding in her heart. 

"To be alone/' he resumed; and he spoke with 
some stemness, "to be alone." And he went back 
to his planing. 

With tears which he saw not, Bachel looked 
at the stem, selfish old man, whom she called h^r 
father. The sentence which hie had uttered, rung 
in her heart; but she did not venture to dispute 
its justice. Her simple pleading" had been heard 
and rejected. More than she had said, she conld 
not say; and it did not occur to her to urge a 
second time the homely eloquence which had so 
signally Mled when first spoken. But she made 
bold to prefer a timid and humble petition. 
"Might she come to see him?'' 

^"What for?" he bluntly asked. 
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"To see how you are, father," replied poor 
EacheL 

"How I am," he echoed, with a suspicious 
gathering of the hrow, "and why shouldn't I be 
well, just tell me that?" 

"It might please Providenoe to afflict you with 
sickness," began Eachel. 

''Sickness, sickness," he interrupted; indignantly, 
"I tell you, woman, I never was sick in my life. 
Is there the sign of illness, or of disease upon 
me?" 

"No, indeed, father, there is not." 

"And could you find a man of my age half so 
healthy, and so strong as I am — just tell me 
that?" he rather defijautly asked. 

Poor Bachel was literal as truth. Instead of 
eluding a reply, she simply said: "I have se^ 
stronger men than you, father." 

"Oh I you have — have you!" he ejaculated 
eyeing her with very little favour. 

And thot^h Bachel was not unconscious of her 
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offence, she added: ''And strong or weak, feitiier, 
are we not all in the hands of God?" 

Prom beneath his bushy grey eyebrows, Thomas 
Gray looked askance at his daughter; but love 
often rises to a fearlessness that makes it heroic, 
and Eachel, not daunted, resumed: "Father," she 
said, earnestly, "you do not want me now; I know 
and see it, but if ever you should — and that 
time may come, pray, father, pray send for 
me/' 

"Want you? and what should I want you for?** 
asked Thomas Gray. 

"I cannot tell, I do not know; but you might 
want me. Eemember, that if you do, you have 
but to send for me. I am willing, ever willing." 

He looked at her as she stood there before 
him, a pale, sallow, sickly girl, then he laugbad 
disdainfully, and impatiently motioned her away, 
as if his temper were chafed at her continued 
presence. Eachel felt, indeed, that her visit had 
been sufftciently long, and not wishing to close on 



BACHEL OEAT. 187 

herself the possibility of return — for she had one 
of those quietly pertmacious natures that never 
give up hope — she calmly bade her father good- 
bye. Without looking at her, he muttered an un- 
intelligible reply. Eachel left the shop, and re- 
turned to her quiet street and solitary home. 

Yet solitary she did not £nd it True, Jane 
was out on some errand or other, but Mary was 
alone in the parlour. She sat with her work on 
her lap, ciying as if her heart would break. 

In vain she tried to hide or check her tears; 
Bachel saw Mary's grief, and forgetting at once 
her own troubles, she kindly sat down by the 
young girl, and asked what ailed her. 

At first, Mary would not speak, then suddenly 
she threw her arms around Eachel's neck, and 
with a fresh burst of tears, she exclaimed: ''Oh! 
dear, dear Miss Gfray! 1 am so miserable." 

^'What for, child?" asked Bachel astonished. 

"He's gone — he's gone!" sobbed Mary. 

"Who is gone, my dear?" 
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Mary liimg down her head. But Rachel 
pressed her so kindly to speak , that her heart 
opened, and with many a hesitating paosOi and 
many a qualifying comment, Mary Jones related to 
her kind-hearted listener a little story, which, lest 
the reader should not prove so indulgent, or so 
patient as Rachel Gfray, we will relate in language 
plainer and more hrief. 
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CHAPTEE Xn. 

TiKs had worn on: nine months in all had 
passed away since the opening of the Teapot 

"We must be qtdte frank: Mr. Jones had not 
always made the one pound ten a week dear 
profit; and of course this affected all his calcula- 
tions: the ten per cent for increase of gain 
included. There had been weeks when he had 
not realized more than one pound, others when he 
made ten shillings^ ay and there had been weeks 
when all he could do — if he did do so — was to 
make both ends meet It was odd; but it was so. 
Mr. Jones was at first much startled; but, he soon 
learned to reconcile himself to it 

"It stands to reason," be philosophically ob- 
served to Mary, "it's business, you see, it's busi- 
ness." The words explained alL 

Another drawback was that the front room 
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^wv& fire flHIlinsR a imk, as bis 

£ mu^td iz) 1&. Jones in fhar Teiy 

iizi.. xnd for ^wiiiciL. lEr. Jcnes had 

-MTRr ym _l_'r«^r; — qh -gjg fioi!^ of liis laiidlaid's 

-np2. — "n^aBBt T.^mn^ Si yBBOT in bis upooonfa — 

-.-•~er rt ^ ^ r^ns" ^v^ 'Q^ £ist intiimitifln Mi: 

m» rKtared r ~&ff TimnriifaLl bosnesB traHi, that 

£* ^'JA rm^'gg : _> ' "i ' f*» XT' All ftoog^lls <rf letting 

jft- ..jnicmnHB! rDum. -jn& ^^f>f*j flie hiQ had had 
-50* r Tm iimbby aoii yaQow in the shop 
-wmjiiv ^wfia -»nft t»*»ww»^ a young man entered 
ike sxicr xl^ Jr i igniI ieEbBtate tone said: ''Boom 
to let?'" 

^TeB, &/ TE^Sei. Jmei nflier impressed by 
\s^n brief numnec. 
^^Vvk or front?" 
>s.*v Sir, fix)nt Capinl room. Sir!'' 

"^\\v ^KO'u^ a-week, Sir. A room worth 
*vv »himB(^, H»i>whwt) else. like to see it, Sir? 
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Mary — Mary, dear, just mind the shop awhile, 
will you?** 

Mary came grumbling at being disturbed, whilst 
her father hastened upstairs before the stranger, 
and throwing the window open, showed him a 
very dusty room, not over and above well 
fornished. 

"Capital room. Sir!" said Mr. Jones, winking 
shrewdly; "real BrusBels carpet; portrait of Her 
Majesty above the mantel-piece; and that bed, 
Sir — just feel that bed, Sir," he added, giving it 
a vigorous poke, by way of proving its softness; 
"very cheerful look-out, too; the railroad just hard 
by — see all the trains passing." 

Without much minding these advantages, the 
stranger cast a quick look round the room, then 
said in his curt way: "Take four shillings for it? 
Yes. Well then, TR come to-night" 

And without giving Mr. Jones time to reply, 
he walked downstairs, and walked out through the 
shop. 
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*VoU, father, haye you let the room?" asked 
Maxt« when her father came down, still bewildered 
Vr the joio^ stiua^s strange and abrupt maimer. 

•^We^.^ ^*iH^'* Ijie replied, "I suppose I may 
9«ir I h^xv^^ t^ ^^ young man is coming to- 

^VThAilV ^'iJ^ 3ft5»?^'^ promptly asked Mary. 

•*rm K^ if I know; he never told me, nor 
gare roe iirw to asL*^ 

''But, fcitter^ you don't mean to say you 
lot the room to him, without knowing his 
liHfne?" 

^But I didn't let the room to him,'' said Mr. 
Jliuaos; "it ^ras ^^ took it." 

*' Veil, that's queer!** said Mary. 

<<Qiieer! I eaU. it more tiiaa queer!" ezolaimed 

1 t.t^} gn)cer, now tuznii^ indigQant at the treatment 

1^^ had wceiTed; "but he dian't deep in it, 

lii^ttgb, till iTe gjol his lefimaacea, I can teU 
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The words were scarcely out of his mouth, 
when into the shop again walked the stranger. 

"My name is Joseph Saunders/' he said, briefly, 
"and if you want to know more, apply to Mr. 
Smithson, number thirteen, in the alley hard by. 
Hell give you all the particulars." 

Having delivered which piece of information, 
he once more vanished. Well, there was nothing 
to say to this; and Mr. Jones, who had an inquisi- 
tive temper, was preparing to dart off to Mr. Smith- 
son's, who did indeed live hard by, when Mr. Joseph 
Saunders once more appeared. 

"PYaps you'd like the first week," he said; 
and without waiting for a reply, he laid four 
shillings down on the counter, and again disap- 
peared — • this time to return no more. Mary was 
very much struck. 

"He looks quite superior," she said, "quite. 
Saunders — Joseph Saimders! what a nice name.'* 

"Thafs all very well," replied her father, 
sweeping the four shillings into the till, "but 
Bachel Gray. 13 
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I must have a word or two to say with Mr. 
Smithson — for all that his name is Joseph 
Saunders." 

He took his hat, and walked out to seek Mr. 
"Smithson, an old and stiff dealer in earthenware, 
who lived within a stone*s-throw of the Teapot. 
The day was fine, and Mr. Smithson was airing his 
pans and dishes, and setting them along the 
pavement, like traps for the feet of nnwary 



"Good-morning to you," hegan Jones, in a con- 
ciliating tone. 

"Good-morning!" replied, or rather, grunted 
Mr. Smithson, without taking the trouble to 
look up. 

"I have just come round to inquire about a 
young man — his name is Joseph Saunders. Do 
you know him?" 

"S'pose I do?" answered Mr. Smithson too 
cautious to commit himself. 



-- -1 
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"Well then, fl'pose you do — you can tell me 
something about him, can't you?'' 

"What for?" drily asked the earthenware 
dealer. 

"What for!" exclaimed Mr. Jones, beginning 
to lose his temper, "why, because he's taken my 
front room, and I want to know what sort of a 
chap he is, and because, too, he has referred me 
to you — that's what for." 

"Well, then," said Mr. Smithson, "111 just 
tell ^you this: £rst, he'll pay his rent; second, 
hell giye no trouble; third, thafs all." 

With which Mr. Smithson, who had for a 
moment looked up, and paused in his occupation, 
returned to his earthenware. 

"And what does he do?" asked Mr. Jones, 
not satisfied with this brief account. 

"If you was to stay here from now till to- 
morrow morning," surlily replied Mr; Smithson, 
"you'd know no more from me." 

Mr. Jones whistled, and walked off, with his 

18» 
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hands in his pockets. He had been guilty of 
the unpardonable sin of not puichasing a shiUing's 
worth of Mr. Smithson's goods since he had 
come to the neighbourhood, and of course Mr. 
Smithson felt aggrieved. 

''Welly father/' eagerly exclaimed Maiy, as 
soon as she saw her £ather; ''who is he? What 
is he? What does be do? Is he married — " 

"Bless the girl!*' interrupted Mr. Jones, "how 
am / to know all that? He'll pay his rent^ 
and he's respectable, and more don't concern 
us; and ifs time for yon to go to Miss Gray, 
ain't it?" 

With which limited information Mary had, 
perforce, to remain satisfied. 

The new Lodger proved to he what Mr. Jones 
graphically termed "a very biittoned-up sort of 
chap;" a taU, dark, silent, and reserved man, 
who paid his rent every week, went out early 
every morning, came home at ten every nighty 
and vanished every Sunday. 
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We have alreadj hinted timt Mr. Jones had 
a spioB of omiosity; this myBteiy teazeld him, 
and by dint of waylaying his guest both eaorly 
and late, he succeeded in ascertaining that he 
bad recently le^ his situation in a lai!ge house 
m the city, and that he was in search of another. 
Ko more did Mr. Joseph Saunders choose to oom- 
pmnicate; but this was enpugh. 

For some time, the poor grocer .had had a 
strong suspicion that he was not a yery good 
business man; that he wanted something; energy, 
daring, he knew not what, but something he was 
sure it was. 

''Now,** he thought, "if I could secure such 
a young fellow as that; it would be a capital 
thing for me, and in time not a bad one for him. 
For suppose, that he becomes a Co., aud marries 
Mary, why the house is his, thafs all. ' Now 
I should like to know what man in the city 
will say to him: 'Saunders, Pll make a Co. of 
you, aiid you shall have my daughter.' " 
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Folly impressed -with the importance of the 
proposal he had to make, Mr. <Eones accordingly 
walked up one moming to his lodgefs room; and 
after a gentle knock, obtained admittance. But 
scarcely had he entered the room, scarcely cast 
a look around him, when his heart failed him, 
Joseph Saunders was packing up.{ 

"Going, Sir?" faintly said Jones.' ^ 

"Why yes!" replied the young man, "I hare 
found a situation, and so I am off naturally. My 
week is up to-morrow, I believe, but not haTing 
given notice, I shall pay for next, of course." 

He thrust his hand in his pocket as he 
spoke. Poor Mr. Jones was too much hurt 
with his disappointment to care about the four 
shillings. 

"Pray don't mention it," he said hurriedly, 
**your time's up to-morrow, and so there's an 
end of it alL" Which words applied to the end 
of his hopes, more than anything else. 

Mr. Saunders gave him a look of slight sor- 
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prise, but said quietly: "ITo, no, Mr. Jones, 
whafs £Edr is fair. I gave no notice, and so 
here are your four shillings." He laid them 
on the table as he spoke; and resumed his 
packing. 

He foigot to ask what had brought Mr. Jones 
up to his room, and Mr. Jones no longer anxious 
to tell him, pocketed his four shillings and with- 
drew hastily, under pretence that he was wanted 
in the shop. 

Mr. Jones had not acted in all this without 
consulting his daughter; she had tacitly approved 
his plans, and when he had imprudently allowed 
her to see how he thought those plans likely 
to end by a matrimonial alliance between herself 
and young Saunders, a faint blush had come 
oyer the poor little thing's sallow face, and 
stooping to shun her father^s kind eye, she pre- 
tended to pick up a needle that had not fallen. 
And now she was waiting, below, for it was 
early yet, and she had not gone to Miss Gray's — 
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she was waiting to know the result of her father^a 
conference with Mr. Saunders. No wonder that 
he came down somewhat slowly, and not a little 
crest-fallen. All he said was: "He*s got a new 
situation/' and whistling by way of showing his 
utter unconcern, he entered the shop, where a 
dirty child with its chin resting on the counter, 
was waiting to be served. 

Mary too had had her dreams, innocent dreams, 
made up of the shadow of love, and of the sub- 
stance of girlish vanity. The poor child felt 
this blow, the first her little life had known, and 
childishly began to cry. Her eyes were red when 
she went to work, but she sat in shadow, and 
Jane, who seldom honoured Miss Jones with her 
notice, saw nothing. Eachel Gray was too much 
absorbed in her own thoughts to heed what passed 
around her. 

It was only on her return, that finding Maiy 
in tears, she drew from her the little tale of her 
hope and disappointment. It is not an easy task 
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to console, even the lightest sonow, for it is 
not easy to feel sympathy. Yet little as her 
graye mind, and earnest heart conld understand 
the troubles of Mary Jones, little as she could 
feel in reality for the childish fancy to which 
they owed their birth, Bachel felt for the young 
girl's grief, such as it was, and by sympathy and 
mild reasoning, she soothed Mary, and sent her 
home partly consoled. 

Of course, Mr. Saunders was gone — he 
had left too without any adieu or message. 
Mary's vanity was as much hurt as her heart 

Mr. Jones was not habitually a man of 
keen perceptions, but love is ever quick. It 
cut him to the heart to see his little Mary 
so woebegone. He looked at her wistfully, 
tried to check a sigh, and said as brightly 
as he could: 

"Cheer up, Mary; law bless you girl, well 
have lots of lodgers yet; and as to that Saun- 
ders, I don't so much care about it, now he's 
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gone. He was a clever fellow , but lie hadn't 
got no capital y and as to taking a Co. without 
capital, why none but a good-natured easy fellow 
like me would dream of such a thing now a 
days; but, as I said, we'll have lots of lodgeis — 
lots of lodgers." 

''We never had but that one all them niiLe 
months/' said Mary with some asperity. 

"They're aU a coming," said her father gaily, 
"They're all a coming." 

And he said it in such droll fashion, and 
winked so knowingly that, do what she could, 
Mary could not but laugh. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

Maby was gone; Jane, had come in but to go up 
to her room. Eachel sat alone in the little parlour, 
reading by candle-light 

And did she read, indeed! Alas no! Her wiU 
fixed her eyes on the page, but her mind received 
not the impressions it conveyed. The sentences 
were vague and broken as images in a, dream; the 
words had no meaning. Outwardly, calm as ever 
did Eachel seem, but there was a strange sorrow 
— a strai^e tumult in her heart. 

That day the hope of years had been wrecked, 
that day she had offered herself, and been finally 
rejected. In vain she said to herself: ''I must 
sabmit — it is the will of God, I must submit." 
A voice within her ever seemed to say: ^Tather, 
rather why hast thou forsaken me!'' until, at 
length, Eachel felt as if she could bear no more. 
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Sorrows endured in silence are ever donbly felt 
The nature of Bachel Gray was silent; she had 
never asked for sympathy; she had early been 
tax^ht to expect and accept in its stead, its bitter 
step-sister Eidicule. Derided, laughed at, she had 
learned to dread that the look of a human being 
should catch a glimpse of her sorrows. If her litde 
troubles were thus treated — how would her hea- 
vier griefs fare? 

And now no more than ever did Eachel trouble 
any with her burden. Why should she? Who, 
what was she that others should care whether or 
not her father loved her! That he did not sufS?- 
ciently, condemned her to solitude. The pitying 
eye of God might, indeed, look down upon her 
with tenderness and love, but from her brethren 
Bachel expected nothing. 

And thus it was that, on this night, after con- 
soling the idle sorrows of an indulged child, Eachel, 
sitting in solitude, found the weight of her own 
grief almost intolerable. like all shy and neryons 
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persons, she was deeply excitable. Anger she 
knew not; but emotions as vehement, though more 
pure, could trouble her heart And now she was 
moved, and deeply moved, by a sense of injustice 
aad of wrong. Her father wronged her — perhaps 
he knew it not; but he wronged her. ''God Al- 
mighty had not given him a child, she felt, to 
treat it thus, with mingled dislike and contempt 
Were there none to receive his slights and his 
scorn, but his own daughter?" 

She rose, and walked up and down the room 
with some agitaticm. Then ciune calmer and 
gentler thoughts, moving her heart until her tears 
flowed freely. Had she not failed that day — had 
she not been too cold in her entreaties, too easily 
daunted by the first rejection? Had she but allowed 
her father to see the love, deep and fervent, which 
burned in his daughter's heart — he would not, he 
could not so coldly have repelled and cast her 
from him. 

''And why not try again?" murmured an ixmer 
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voice; "the kingdom of Heaven is taken by stonn 
— and what is the kingdom of Heaven, bat the 
realm of love?" 

At first, this seemed a thought so wild, that 
Eachel drew back from it in alarm, as from aa 
abyss yawning at her feet. But even bs our looks 
soon become familiar with images of the wildest 
danger, so the thought returned; and she shrank 
not back from it. Besides, what had she to lose? 
Nothing! "With a sort of despair, she resolved to 
go and seek Thomas Gray, and attempt once more 
to move him. "H he rejects me now," she added, 
inwardly, "I shall submit, and trouble him no. 
more." 

The hour was not late; besides, in her present 
mood, the timid Bachel felt above fear. She was 
soon dressed — soon on her road. This 1ame> 
neither annoyance nor evil befell her. She passed 
like a shadow through crowds, and like a shadow 
was unheeded. The night was dark and dreary; a 
keen wind whistled along the streets — but for 
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either cold or darkness Eachel cared not. Her 
thoughts flowed full and free in her brain; for 
once, she felt that she could speak; and a joyful 
presentiment in her heart told her that she would, 
and should be heard — and not in vain. 

Absorbed in those thoughts, Eachel scarcely 
knew what speed ^e had made, until, with the 
mechanical impulse of habit, she found herself 
stopping before the second hand ironmonger's shop. 
Wakening as from a dream, and smiling at herself, 
she went on. Eachel had expected to find the 
shop of Thomafi Gray closed, and himself absent; 
but the light that burned from his dwelling, and 
shed its glow on the opposite houses, made her 
heart beat with joy and hope. Timidly, she looked 
in through the glass panes; the shop was yacant; her 
father was, no doubt, in the back parlour. Eachel 
entered; the door-bell rang. She paused on the 
threshold, expecting to see him appear from within, 
nerving herself to bear his cold look, and severe 
aspect; but he came not He was either up-stairs, 
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or in some other part of the house, or next door 
with a neighbour. 

There was a chaur in the shop; Rachel took it, 
sat down, and^ waited — how long, she herself 
never knew; for seconds seemed hours, and all 
true consciousness of time had left her. At length, 
she wondered; then she feared — why was her 
£a.thef 8 house so silent and so deserted? She went 
to the door, and looked down the street. It was 
still and lonely; every house was shot up; and even 
fix)m the neighbouring thoroughfare, all sounds of 
motion and life seemed gone. 

Suddenly Eachel remembered the little public- 
house to which her father had once sent her. She 
had often seen him going to it in the evening; 
perhaps he was there now. In the shadow of the 
houses, she glided up to the tavern door — it stood 
half open — she cautiously looked in; and stand- 
ing, as she did in the gloom of the street, she 
could do so unseen. The landlord sat dozing in 
the bar — not a soul was with him. Baohel 
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glanced at the clock above his head; it marked a 
quarter to twelve. Dismayed and alarmed, she re- 
tamed to her father's house. It so chanced, that 
as she walked on the opposite side of the narrow 
street, a circumstance that had before escaped her 
notice, now struck her. In the room above the 
shop of Thomas Ghray, there burned a light She 
stopped short, and looked at it with a beatii^ 
heart. She felt sure her father was there. 

Bachel re-entered the shop, and again sat down, 
resolved to be patient; but her nervous restlessness 
soon became intolerable. Seized with an indefinite 
fear, she rose, took the light, and entered the 
parlour: it was vacant. Passing under a low door 
which she found ajar, she went up a dark stair- 
case. It ended with a narrow landing, and a so- 
litary door; she knocked, and got no reply; she 
tried it, it yielded to her hand, and opened; but 
Bachel did not cross the threshold; she paused 
upon it, awe-struck at the sight she saw. The 
room was a small one, poorly famished, with a 

Rachel Gray, I^ 
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low and narrow bed, a table and a few chairs. On 
the mantle-shelf burned a tallow light, dim and 
lurid for want of snuffing; its dull glow fell on the 
motionless figure of Thomas Gray. He sat straight 
and stiff in a wooden chair, with a hand resting on 
each arm. His face was ghastly pale, and rigid as 
death; his eyes stared on the blank wall before 
him, and seemed void of sight. 

"My father is dead,*' thought Rachel. She 
entered the room and went up to him. But when 
. she laid her hand on his arm, a slight convulBive 
motion showed her that he still lived. Ay, he 
lived, of that living death, which is worse than 
the true. Paralysis had fallen upon him without 
warning. like a thief in the night it had come; 
an,d in a few brief seconds it had laid low the 
proud man's strength. Of that strength he had 
boasted in the morning; twelve hours had not gone 
round — where was it now? 

• Eachel did not lose her presence of mind. 
How she went out, found a doctor, and brought 
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him back, she neyer exatly knew; but she 
did it 

The medical man looked at Thomas Giay, then 
at BacheL 

''You are his daughter/' he said, kindly. 

"Yes, sir, I am." 

"Well, then, my poor girl, I am very sorry for 
you — very sorry. Your father may live years 
but I can hold out no prospect of recovery.'' 

"None, sir?" faltered Eachel, looking wistfully 
in his face. 

"Not the least. Better I should tell you so 
at once, than deceive you." 

But Bachol would not — could not believe 
hioL The sentence was too hard, too pitiless to 
be true. 

"Father, father! do you know me?" she cried. 

He stared vacantly in her face. Did he know 

her? Perhaps he did. Who can tell how far the 

spirit lived in that dead body? But if know 

her he did, gone was the time when he could 

14* 
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hold intercourse mth that long slighted, and now 
bitterly avenged daughter. 

In vain she clung weeping around his neck, 
in vain she called on him to reply. He merely 
looked at her in the same vacant way, and said 
childishly, "Never mind." 

"But you know me — you know me, father!" 
said Eachel. 

Again, he looked at her vacantly, and still ihe 
only words he uttered were, "Never mind." 

"His mind is gone for ever," said the doctor. 

Eachel did not answer. She clasped her hands, 
and looked with wistful sadness on the old man's 
blank face. With a pang she felt and saw that 
now, indeed, her dream was over — that never, 
never upon earth, should she win that long hoped* 
for treasure — her father's love. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Ik the grey of the moming, Bachel brought 
her &ther to the humble little home which he had 
Tolnntarily forsaken years before. 

Thomas Gray was not merely a paralyzed and 
helpless old man, he was also destitute. little 
more than what sufficed to coyer his current 
expenses did Eachel £nd in his dwelling; his 
fdmiture was old and worthless; and the good- 
will of the business scarcely paid the arrears of 
rent 

But the world rarely gives us credit for good 
motiyes. It was currently reported that Thomas 
Gray was a wealthy man, and that if Eachel Gray 
did not let him go to the workhouse, she knew 
why. '*As if she couldn't let him go, and keep 
his money too,'' indignantly exclaimed Jane, when 
she heard this slander; and, as discretion was not 
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Jane's virtue, she repeated all to Eachel Gray. 
Poor Eachel coloured slightly. It seemed strange, 
and somewhat hard too, that her conduct should 
be judged thus. But the flush passed from her 
pale £Bice, and the momentary emotion from her 
heart ''Let the world think, and say what it 
likes," she thought, ''I need not, and I wiU not 
care." 

Not long after Sachel brought home her Mher, 
Jane left her. The time of her apprenticeship was 
out; besides, she was going to marry. She showed 
more emotion on their parting, than might haye 
been expected from her. 

"God bless you. Miss Gray," she said sev^eral 
times; "God bless you — you are a good one, 
whatever the world may think." 

The praise was qualified, and, perhaps, Bachel 
felt it to be so, for she smiled; but she took it as 
Jane meant it — kindly. Amity and peace marked 
their separation. 

Bachel now remained alone with her &ther 
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and Mary. The young girl was not observant. 
She saw but a quiet woman, and a helpless old 
man, with grey hair, and stem features blank of 
meaning, who sat the whole day long by the fire- 
side, waited on by his patient daughter. Sometimes, 
indeed, when Eachel Gray attended on her father 
with more than usual tenderness, when she lingered 
near his chair, looking wistfully in his face, or 
with timid and tender hand gently smoothed 
away his whitened hair &om his n^ed brow, 
sometimes, then, Mary looked and wondered, and 
felt yaguely moved, but she was too childish to 
know why. 

And, indeed, the story of Bachers life at this 
time cannot be told. It was beautifol; but its 
beauty was not of earth, and to earthly glance 
cannot be revealed. It lay, a divine secret, between 
her heart and God. 

This peace was not destined to last Eachel 
and her father sat alone one morning in the 
parlour, when Mrs. Brown, who had found the 
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street door ajar, burst in without preliminary 
warning. She was scarlet, and looked in a towering 
passion. 

"You audacious creatur," she screamed; "you 
audacious hussey, how dare you bring that man in 
this house — in my house! How dare you?" 

"He is my father," said Bachel, confounded, 
both at the accusation, and at the unexpected 
appearance of Mrs. Brown. 

The reply exasperated Mrs. Brown. She had 
never felt any extraordinary Mendship or affection 
for her deceased cousin; but she had always enter- 
tained a very acute sense of her cousin's wrongs, 
and had accordingly honoured Thomas Gray with 
no small share of hatred and vituperation, and 
that Eachel should not feel as she did on the 
subject, or should presume to remember that Hxe 
sinner was her father, was, in Mrs. Brown's eyes, 
an offence of the deepest dye. She gave her 
feelings firee yeni She was a vulgar woman, and 
had a flow of vulgar eloquence at her command. 
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She overwhelmed Eachel and Thomas Gray with 
sarcasm, scorn and abuse, and Eachel answered 
not one word, but heard her out, still as a statue, 
and pale as death. Mrs. Brown, too, was pale, 
but it was with wrath. 

"Do you know," she added, trembling from 
head to foot with that passion, "do you know that 
I could turn you out on the streets, you and your 
beggarly father — do you know that?" 

Eachel did know it, and groaned inwardly. 
Mrs. Brown saw her agony, and triumphed in 
the consciousness of her own power. But the very 
yiolence of her anger had by this time exhausted 
it; she felt much calmer, and took a more rational 
view of things. 

'^I am a fool to mind what a simpleton like you 
does," observed Mrs. Brown, with that disregard of 
politeness which was one of her attributes; ''for, 
being a simpleton, how can you but do the acts 
of a simpleton? As to bringing your father here, 
you must have been mad to think of it; for, if 
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you caa*t support yourself, how can you support 
him? However, it's lucky I'm come in time to 
set all to rights. What's his parish? Maryleboney 
ain't it? . I shall see the overseer this very day, 
and manage that for you; and it's just as weH," 
added Mrs. Brown, divesting herself of bonnet and 
shawl, and proceeding to make herself at home, 
"that you didn't meddle, in it — a pretty mess 
you'd have made of it, I'll be bound. WeU! and 
what do you stand dreaming there for?' Make me 
a cup of tea — will you? I am just ready to drop 
with it alL" 

As a proof of her assertion, she sank on the 
chair next her, took out her pocket-handkerchief, 
and began fanning herself. But, instead of com- 
plying with Mrs. Brown's orders, Rachel Gray stood 
before that lady motionless and pale. She looked 
her in the face steadily, and in a firm, clear voice, 
she deliberately said: 

"Mrs. Brown, my father shall never, whilst 
I live, go to a workhouse." 
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*nVliat!" screamed Mrs. Brown. 

"I say," repeated Rachel, "that my father shall 
never, whilst God gives his daughter life, go to 
a workhouse." 

Mrs. Brown was confounded — then she laughed 
derisively. 

"Konsense, Rachel," she said, "nonsense. Why, 
I can turn you out, this very instant." 

But the threat fell harmless, Rachel was strong 
in that hour; her cheek had colour, her eye had 
light, her heart had courage. She looked at the 
helpless old man, who had drawn this storm on 
her head, then at Mrs. Brown, and calmly laying 
her hand on the shoulder of Thomas Gray, she 
again looked in Mrs. Brown's face, and silently 
smiled. Her choice was made — her resolve was 
taken. 

"Will you send him to the worktfouse, or not?" 
imperatively cried Mrs. Brown. 

**No," deliberately replied Rachel 

"Ohl very well, ma'am, very well," echoed 
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Mrs. Brown, laughing bitterly; "please yourself — 
pray please yourself. So, that is my reward for 
saving you from beggary, is it? Very well, ma*am; 
you and your father may pack off together — 
that's all.'' 

"Be it so," rather solemnly repHed Eachel, "be 
it so. What I leave in this house will, I trust, 
cancel the debt I owe you. Father," she added, 
stooping towards him, "lean on my shoulder, and 
get up. "We must go." 

With apathy Thomas Gray had heard aU that 
had passed, and with apathy, he trembling rose, 
and compHed with Eachel's intimation, and looking 
in her face, he uttered his usual childish: "I^ever 
mind." 

But before they reached the door, Mrs. Brown, 
to the surprise and dismay of Eachel, went into 
violent hysterics. She was an over-bearing and 
iU-tempered woman, but her heart was not wholly 
unkind; and on seeing t^at Eachel so readily took 
her at her word, she was overwhelmed with 
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mingled rage and shame. Hastily making her 
father sit down on the nearest chair, Bachel ran. 
to Mrs. Brown's assistance. A fit of weeping and 
bitter reproaches followed the hysterics; and Eachel 
was conyicted of being the most ungrateful crear 
ture on the face of the earth. In vain Eachel 
attempted a justification; Mrs. Brown drowned her 
in a torrent of speech , and remained the most 
injured of women. , 

The scene ended as such scenes ever end. 
There was a compromise; the victim made every 
concession, and the traumphant tyrant gained more 
than her point. In short, that her father might 
not want the shelter of a roof, Eachel agreed to 
remain in the house, and Mrs. Brown kindly 
agreed to come and Hye in it, and use Eachel as 
her servant and domestic slave, by which Mrs. 
Brown, besides keeping her firm hold on Eachel — 
no slight consideration with one who loved power 
beyond everything else — effected a considerable 
saving in her income. 
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"Oh! my father — my feiher!" thou^t Rachel, 
as she bent over his chair that night, a^d teara^ 
which he felt not, dropped on his gray hair, 
^'little do you know what I shall have to bear for 
your sake." 

She did not speak aloud, yet he seemed vaguely 
conscious that something lay on her mind; for he 
shook his head, and uttered his eternal "Never 
mind — never mind!" 

"And I will not mind — so help me God!" 
fervently answered Eachel aloud. 

And she did not mind;- but, alas! what now 
was her fate? Ask it noi She had made her 
sacrifice in the spirit of utter abnegation, and 
none need count the cost which she never 
reckoned. 
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CHAPTEK XY. 

The same cloud of trouble and sorrow that now 
darkened the daily life of Bachel Gray, soon 
gathered over her neighbours and Mends. With 
boding and pain, she watched the coming of 
a calamity, to them still invisible. 

Mr. Jones got up one morning, and felt exactly 
as usual. He took down his shutters, and no 
presentiment warned him of the sight that was 
going to greet his eyes. 

The Teapot stood at the comer of a street 
which had naturally another comer facing it; that 
comer — let it be angle, if you like, critical 
reader — had, from time immemorial, been in the 
possession of a brown, tottering, untenanted house, 
whose broken parlour windows Mr. Jones had 
always seen filled with, blank oak shutters, strong 
enough for security and closing within. , 
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"But now, to his dismay, he saw half-a-dozen 
workmen pulling down the bottom of the house, 
and leaving the top untouched. His heart gave 
a great thump in his bosom. "I'm a lost man," 
he thought, "they're making a shop of it." 

And so they were, but what sort of a shop was 
it to be? That was the question. Jones lost no 
time; he put down his shutter, thrust his hands in 
his pocket — his usual resource when he wanted 
to look unconcerned — sauntered awhile down the 
street, talked to some children, and finally came 
back to the workmen. 

"Pulling it down," he said, after looking at 
them for awhile, "an old rubbishing concern — 
ain't it?" 

"Pulling it down!" echoed one of the workmen, 
giving him a contemptuous look, "much you know 
about ii" 

"Well, but what is it to be?" asked Jones, 
looking as simple as he could, "stables?" 

"Stables! a shop, stupid!" 
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''Oh! a shop! Ah! it's to be a shop, is it? 
And what sort of a shop — puhlic-hoiue? We 
want one.'* 

''Better ask Mr. Smithson; the hoase is his." 

"Oh! it's Mr. Smithson's, is it?" 

Jones walked away much relieved. 

Mr. Smithson had long talked of removii^ 
himself and his earthenware to some larger tene- 
ment than that which he now occupied; a pleasant 
neighbour he was not; but anything was better 
tlian the fear which had for a moment seized the 
heart of Bichard Joue?. 

The workmen did not linger over their task^ 
indeed, Mr. Smithson took care that they should 
not. Night and morning, the whole day long, 
Jones saw him affcer them; he watched him 
through the pots of Scotch marmelade that 
dec(A»ted the front of his shop window, and inter- 
nally admired the indefatigable zeal Mr. Snuthson 
displayed. Humbly, too, he contrasted it with his 
own deficiencies in that respect "I ain't got no 

Racial Gray, 15 
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spirit; that 's the fact of it/' confessed Mr. Jones 
in bis own heart 

In a comparatively short space of tLDae, the 
bricklayers had done their task; they were 
succeeded by the carpenters, who proved as zealous 
and as active. And now fear and trembling once 
more seized the heart of Eichaxd Jones. What 
were those busy carpenters about? why were they 
&bricating shelves and drawers? drawers of every 
WGf some small, some large, just such drawexs 
OB he had in his shop? He questioned one of 
their body: what was to be sold in that shop — 
^ he kikow? The man could not teU, but rather 
&Dcied it was to be an oil and colour shop. Then 
^t was not to be Mr. Smithson's own? Oh, no, 
oerfcainly! 

Jones walked away, a prey to the most tor- 
menting anxieiy. Was the man right — was he 
wrong? had he spoken the truth? had he deceived 
him? Was he, Jones, now that his business was 
really improving, wa^ he threateaed with a rival? 
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Or was ihiB but a false alarm , the phantom of his 
fears? what would he not have given to think so! 
His ease was the more distressing, that he dared 
unborthen his mind to none, to Mary least of any. 
8he, poor little thing, fax irom sharing her fatheif's 
fears, rejoiced in the prospect of a new shop. 

''It 11 make the street quite gay," she said to 
her father, "especially if ifs a linen-draper's. 
I wonder if they'll have pretty bonnets." 

She tried to obtain information on this interest- 
ing point, but fedled completely. Suspense is worse 
than the worst reality. Bichard Jones lost appetite 
and sleep. Slumber, when it came, was accom- 
panied by such fearful nightmare, that waking 
thoughts, though bitter, were not, at least, so 
terrible. He could not forget the opposite shop; 
in the fust place, because he saw it every morning 
with his bodily eyes; in the second, because it ever 
haunted that inward eye called by Wordsworth 
'the bliss of solitude.' How fkr it proved a bliss 

to Bichard Jones, the reader may imagine. 

15* 
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All this time the shop had been progressing, 
and now bricklayer, carpenter, glazier, and decora- 
tor haying done their work, it was completed and 
ready for its tenant, wbo, however, seemed in no 
hurry to appear. This proved the worst time for 
Eichard Jones. To look at that shop all the day 
long, and not to be able to make anything of it; 
to wonder whether it were a Mend or an enemy; 
whether it would give new lustre to the street on 
which he had cast his fortunes, or blast those for- 
tunes in their very birth, was surely no ordinary 
trial. Well might he grow thin, haggard, and worn. 

At lei^h, the crisis came. At the close of 
November, a dread rumour reached his ears. The 
shop was to be a grocer's shop, and it was to open 
a week before Christmas. 

That same evening, Mary came home crying, 
and much agitated. Mrs. Brown, with her usobI 
kindness, had given information. 

'*0h, father r' she exclaimed, '^Mis. Brown says 
it's to be a grocer*s shop." 
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*'So I haye heard to-day," he replied, a little 
gloomily. "Never mind, child," he added, 
attempting to cheer up, aod a raeful • attempt it 
tamed out, '^ never mind, I dare-say there's room 
for two." 

He said it, but he knew it was not true; he 
knew there was room but for one, and that if two 
came, why, either both must perish after a fierce 
contest, or one survive and triumph over the ruin 
of the other's all. He knew it, and groaned at the 
thought 

"I wish you wouldn't father," said Mary, again 
beginning to cry. 

"Mary, my pet, I can't help it," said Jones, 
£Eiirly giving way to feelings too long repressed; 
"there aint room for two, that's the plain truth of 
it, and if another grocer comes, why, he must ruin 
me, or I must rain him; and that aint pleasant to 
think of, is it?" 

Mary was not without spirit. 

"Father," she cried resolutely, "if it's to be, 
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irhj, it's to be, and it can't be helped; but 
I wouldn't give in without trying to get the upper 
hand, that I wcnildn'i" 

Her father shook his head disconsolately. 

"Child," he said, "it's like setting an old 
horse against a mettlesome young one. That 
new fellow has got every advantage. Look at 
his shop, then look at mine; why, his is 
twice as big again. Look at his front — all 
plate glass; /look at his counters — all polished 
oak!" 

"Well, and can't you get the shop — our 
shop — done up too?" ambitiously asked Maiy. 
"There's time yet." 

"Why yes, there is — but the money, Mary 
dear!" 

"Never mind the money." 

"No more I would, my pet, if I had got 
it; but you see, the one pound ten a week 
hasn't kept up; and those things cost a precious 
deal" 



BACHEL GHAT. 231 

Maiy leflected a wMe. "S'pose/* g^e sug- 
gestedy ''you got in a fresh stock of jams in gladi9 
jars, for the front window." 

"And what shall we do with the old?** 

"Eat them. And s'posQ Jrou add a few pot» 
<rf pickles?" 

'^ Piddles!" echoed Jones, looking doubtfril. 

"And s'pose," continued Mary, "you add 
macaroni, and sauces, and set up as a supetio^ 
grocer." 

Jones scratched his head^ 

"Law, child!" he said, "this aint a stylish 
neighbourhood — and who 'U buy my tnacaroni 
and my sauces?" 

"Why no one, of course," superciliously 
replied Mary. "It's not to sell them, you want 
them; it's for the look of the thing — to be a 
superior grocer, you know.*^ 

The words "superior grocer," gently tickled 
secret ambition. Mr. Eichard Jones seriously 
promised his daughter to think about it. 
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Mary had other thoughts, which she did not 
communicate to her father; and of these thoughts, 
the chief was to find out what had become of 
Mr. Saunders, and return to the old plan of 
enticing him into partneiship. She was so fall 
of this project, that, partly to get assistance, parUy 
to take a little^* consequence on herself, she 
imparted it, under the strictest secrecy, to Bachel 
Gray; and at the close, she pretty clearly hinted, 
that if Mr. Joseph Saunders '.behaved weU, he 
might, in time, aspire to the honour of her 
hand. 

Bachel heard her silently, and looked yeiy 
uncomfortable. 

"My dear," she said, hesitatingly, "you must 
not think of anything of the kind; indeed you 
must not'' 

"And why shouldn't I?" tartly asked Mazy, 
with a saucy toss of the head. 

"Because, my dear," said Bachel, gently and 
sadly, "Jane is going to marry that Mr. Saunders, 
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who ifl coosm to Mr. Smithson^ who is putting him 
in the new grocer's shop." 

Por a moment, Mary remamed stunned; then 
she burst into tears. 

''He's a mean, sneaking fellow! that's what 
he is!" she cried. 

"Oh, my dear — my dear!" gently saidEachel, 
''will you not take something from the hand of 
God! We have all our lot to bear," she added, 
with a half sigh. 

But gently though Eachel spoke, Mary looked 
more rebellious than submissive. 

"He's a mean — " she began again; the en- 
trance of Mrs. Brown interrupted her. 

Mrs. Brown was in a very ill humour. At 
fbrst, she had behaved pretty decently to Bachel 
and her father; but of late, she had given free 
vent to her natural disposition; and it w^ not, 
we have no need to say, an amiable one. On 
the present occasion, she had, moreover, additional 
cause for dissatis&ction. 
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''And so/' she exclaimed, Blamming the door, 
and irefiilly addressing Eachel, ''and so your 
be^arly father has been and broke my china cup! 
Eh, ma'am!" 

Eachel turned pale, on hearing of this new 
disaster. 

"Indeed, Mrs. Brown — ** she began* 

"Don't Mrs. Brown me," was the mdignant re- 
joind^. "I tell you, I have never had a momest's 
peace, ease, and quiet, and never shall have •— 
since you and yonr beggarly father entered this 
house." 

For, by a strange perversi<»L of ideas, Mrs. 
Brown persisted in asserting and thinking Ihat it 
was Bachel and her father who had entered the 
house, and not she. And this, Bachel might have 
said; and she might have added that to bear daily 
reproaches and insults, formed no part of her agree- 
ment with Mrs. Brown. She might — but whew 
would the use have been? She was free to depait 
any day she liked; and since she preferred to stay, 
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why not bear it all patiently? And so she remained 
silenty whilst Mrs. Brown scolded and railed; for, 
as she had said to Mary, "we have aU our lot to 
bear." 

The lesson was lost on the young giiL ^o 
sooner was Mrs. Brown's back tamed, Ihan again 
Mary abused Mr. Saunders, Jane, Mr. Smiihson 
and the new shop coUectiyely, until she could go 
home to her father's. He already knew all, and 
gloomily exclaimed, ''that it was no more than ha 
expected; that it was aU of a piece; and that there 
was neilher honesty, gratitude, nor goodness left in 
this wicked world." 

!From which comprehensiye remark we can 
clearly see that Mr. Jones is turning misanthropia 
And yet the matter waa very simple — an every- 
day occurrence. Smithson had seen that he might 
find it profitable to cut the ground under Jones's 
feet. Why should he not do it? Is not profit the 
abject of commerce? and is not competition the 
fairest way of securing profit? 
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CHAPTEE XVL 

The reader may easily imagine Jane and Joseph 
Saunders married. It was an old engagement 
Imagine them^ too, retained from their wedding 
{ tour to Gravesend. It is evening; and on the next 

I morning, "The two Teapots" is to open. 



" Eichard Jones spent a sleepless night, and took 

down his shutters as soon as a gray, dull light 
entered the street It availed little; only a dirty 
child came in for a pennyworth of brown sugar. It 
was half-past eight when Saunders opened bis shop; 
and just about that fime a chill, drizzling rain 
began to foIL 

The morning was miserable, and only a few 
wretched figures flitted about the wet street No 
one entered the '' Teapot;" but then not a soul 
either crossed the threshold of the rival shop. 

And thus the dull morning wore on until the 
church clock struck ten. A sprinkling of costomeiB 
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then entered the shop of Sichard Jones. They 
were one and all mightily indignant at the im- 
pudence of the opposite shop in comii^ there — 
a lady in a lai^e, black , shabby straw bonnet in 
particular. 

"Ay, ay, you may flare away — you may flare 
away,'' she added, knowingly wagging her head at 
it, "you'll haye none of my custom, I can tell you. 
An ounce of your four shilling best, Mr. Jones, if 
you please?" 

"Coming, ma'am, di-rectly," was the prompt 
reply. . 

"I never heard anythink like it — neyer," ob- 
served another lady, with solemn indignation. 
"Did the low fellow thjnk we wanted his shop!" 

An indignant "no," was chorused around. 

Bichard Jones's heart swelled, and his throat 
too. He was much moved. 

"Gentlemen," he began, "no, ladies, I mean — 
ladies, I have always done my duty since I was a 
boy, and, with the help of God, I mean to do my 
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duty till I die." Pause and approving murmur. 
"And, ladies, I am no speech-maker — all I say 
is this: Gk)d forgive that villain opposite! You 
know the story. Ill not trouble you with repeat- 
ing it. All I say is this: ladies, if my customerB 11 
stand by me, 7*11 stand by my customers — 111 
stand by my customers!" he repeated, looking 
round the shop with a triumphant eye, and giving 
the counter a hearty thump with his £st; and, poor 
fellow, you may be sure that he did mean to gtsod 
by his customers. 

The oration proved very successM; altc^ther, 
the day was successful. The two Teapots remained 
vacant; the Teapot was thronged. All Jones's liege 
subjects were anxious to pjrove their loyalty; and 
though, when the gas was lit, Jones could discern a 
few dark figures withiu his rivaTs shop, Jones did 
not care. He felt certain they were but some of the 
low creatures from the alley, and be did not care. 

The second day resembled the fizst, and the 
third resembled the second. Jones felt quite satis- 
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fied "that it was all right," until he cast up his 
accounts at the end of the week. To his surprise, 
he found that his expenditure was barely coyered, 
and that, somehow or other, his gains had con- 
siderably lessened. He reckoned over and over, 
and still he came to the same result. "Well, 'taint 
of much consequence for one week," he thought, 
a little impatiently, and he put the books by. 

"What's the matter, father?" aaked Mary, 
looking up into his overcast face. 

"What's the matter!" he echoed cheerfully; 
"why, the matter is, that you are a sauey puss — 
that's what's the matter," and he chucked her 
chin, and Mary laughed. 

But the next week's examination revealed a 
still deeper gap. Jones scratched his head, and 
pulled a long face. It was not that he minded 
the loss, for it was a trifling one after aU; but be 
had a secret dread, and it stood in the background 
Qf his thoughts, like a ghost in a dark room, 
haunting him. Could it be — was it possible — 
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that his customers were playing him false — that 
they were deserting him — and he began to think 
and think, and to remember, how many penny- 
worths of this, and of that, he had sold to the 
children, and how few shillings worth he had sold 
to the mothers. 

"Well, father, and how's this week?** asked 
Mary. 

Jones rubbed his chin, and looked at her fedrly 
perplexed — his wit was none of the brightest — 
as to how he m^ht best elude the question. 

"How's this week,'' he echoed; "well, this 
week is like last week to be sure. I wonder how 
that fellow Saunders is a getting on." 

"Law! father, don't mind him," said Maiy. 
"He 's low, that 's what he is — he 's low." 

Impossible for us to translate the scorn with 
which Miss Mary Jones spoke. It impressed her 
father. "Spirited little thing," he thought, and he 
drew her fondly towards him, and kissed her, and 
Mary fortunately forgot her question. '= 
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Week after week passed, and what had been a 
speck on the horizon, became a dark and threaten^ 
ing cloud. Eichard Jones could not shut his eyes 
to the truth that his customers were deserting 
him. Even Mary perceiyed it, and spoke uneasily 
on the subject, of which her fSather at once made 
light. 

''It's busiuesB, child/' he said, ''and business 
is aU ups and downs; I have had the ups, and the 
downs I must have." Spite this philosophic re- 
flection, Mr. Jones could not help thinking he had 
rather more than his share of the downs. He was 
embittered, too, by daily perceiving the defection 
of some stauncK customer. That lady in the large, 
shabby, black straw bonnet, who had so spiritedly 
told "The two Teapots" to flare away on the day 
of its opening, was one of the first who forsook the 
"Teapot" for its rival Many followed her per- 
fidious example; but Mr. Jones did not feel fairly 
cut up, until he one evening distinctly saw Bachel 
Gray walk out of the opposite shop. The stab of 

Rachel Gray. 16 
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Brutus was nothing to Csesar in comparison with 
this blow to Eichard Jones. 

And he was thinking it over the next morning, 
and stood behind his counter breaking sugar rather 
gloomily, when Eachel herself appeared. Mr. Jones 
received her very coldly. 

She asked for a pound of sugar. 

"And no tea?" he said, pointedly. 

"None to-day," quietly replied Kachel; but she 
saw that he knew all, and she was too sincere to 
feign ignorance. "Mr. Jones," she said, somewhat 
sadly, "I must go where I am told, ^md do as I 
am bid; but, indeed, why do you not keep better 
tea?" 

"Better tea! better tea!" echoed Mr. Jones, in 
some indignation. 

"Yes," quietly said Eachel, "better tea." 

Mr. Jones smiled an injured smile, and rather 
sarcastically replied: 

"Miss Gray, if you prefer that feller's tea to 
mine, you're welcome to leave your money to him, 
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and not to me. 'Tain't because my datLghter is 
prenticed to you that I expect nothink from you, 
Miss. All I say is this: don't go there at night. 
Miss Gray, aud buy your tea, and then come here 
in the morning and buy your sugar. That's not 
giving a man your custom, you know it ain't. Don't 
do it; no offence meant, but Vm like you. Miss 
Gray, plain spoken, you see." 

And he resumed the breaking of his sugar. '■ 

"I prefer!" sadly said Kachel, "when you 
know, Mr. Jones, that I am no one now, but must 
go by the will of another — indeed, you wrong 
me!" 

Jones knew he did; but misfortune makes men 
wilfully unjust. 

"Don't mention it," he interrupted, "ladies like 
new faces, and he's a young fellow, and I am an 
old one, and so there's an end of it." 

Poor Kachel looked much pained. To be blamed 

by every one seemed her lot 

"Indeed, Mr. Jones," she said, "I must do as 

16* 
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Hrs. Brown bids me, and she says your four 
shilling black is not equal to his four, and, indeed, 
Hr. JoneSy I am sorry to say, that others say so 
too." 

Mr. Jones did not reply one word; he fell into 
a brown study; at the close of it he sighed, and 
looking up, said earnestly: 

''Miss Gray, let me have some of that tea, will 
you? and TU see myself what itfs like." 

"Of course you will," said Eaohel, brighten- 
ing, "you shall have it directly — directly, Mr, 



And without loss of time she hastened hqme^ 
and almost immediately appeared again, bringing 
him the tea herself, and earnestly declaring that 
she was sure he had only to taste it, to set all 
right, to which Jones answered not a word, but 
rather gloomily thanked her for the trouble she 
had taken. When he was once more alone, he 
smelt the tea, shook his head and firowned; then 
he put it away until evening came round, when he 
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gave it to Mary, and without fiirther explanation, 
rimply told her that was the tea they were going 
to have this evening. Unconscious Mary made the 
tea. 

''La! father/' she exclaimed, as she poured the 
boiling water upon it, "what beautiful tea youVe 
got; ifs quite fragrant." 

"Is it?" he echoed, faintly, 

"Why, of course it is," she said, pettishly, 
"I am sure that fellow opposite ain't got nothink 
like it." 

Bichard Jones leaned his brow on his hand, 
and checked a 'groan. But when the tea was 
drawn, when it was poured out, when he raised 
the cup to his Hps and tasted it, the man's Courage 
forsook him; he put down the cup, and cried like 
a child. 

"Father! fleither!" exclaimed Mary, frightened 
and bewildered. 

''Oh! my darling!" he cried, "we're ruined — 
we^re lost! -^ that tea is Joseph Saunders's tea; 
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and he gives it for four shillings, and ifs better 
than my five. And I can't give it, nor I can't get 
it neither/' he added, despairingly; "for I have not 
got credit, and little cash; and I buy dear, and 
dear I must sell, or starve!" 

Of this speech, all Mary understood, was that 
the tea she had been making was tea from 'Mr. 
Saunders's shop. She deliberately rose, poured 
the contents of the teapot on the ashes in the 
hearth; the contents of her own teacup, then of 
her father's quickly followed; then she sat down, 
folded her arms, and uttered a grim: "There! 
I only wish I could serve him so," she added after 
a pause. 

But what Mary meant by this wish — to pour 
out Joseph Saunders like his own tea, seems rather 
a fantastic image, even for hate — the present 
writer does not venture to determine. 

"It's all over!" sadly said Jones; "we can't 
compete with him. Ill shut up shop, and well 
go to some other neighbourhood, and live in our 
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old way. After all, FU not be a richer nor a- 
poorer man than before my couBin left me the 
sixty pound/' 

"You ain't got no spirit!" cried Mary, turning 
scarlet with anger. "Give in to that fellow! — 
jTd have more spirit than that,'' she added with 
mighty scorn. 

Her father attempted to remonstrate; but the 
wilM little thing would not listen to feu^ts or to 
reason. She was sure Saunders could not keep up 
much longer — that she was. They had only to 
wait, and wear him out. 

Alas! it is very hard to tear out ambition and 
pride from the heart of man, rich or poor. In an 
evil hour, Eichard Jones yielded. 



248 SAGHEL COtAT. 



CHAPTER XYH. 

> And now, alas! fSEdrly b^an the Teapofs 
downward course. Every effort of Eichard Jones 
to rise, only made him sink the deeper. To use a 
y^oacn out, though expressive phrase, he stirred 
heaven and earth to get better tea; but the spell 
to conjure it forth was wanting. Jones had very 
correctly stated the case to his daughter •— he had 
not credit; he had little or no cash; what he 
purchased in small quantities, he bought dear; and 
he sold as he bought. And thus, unable to com- 
pete with superior, capital and energy, he declined 
day by day. 

But if he fell, it was not without a struggle. 
He turned desperate, and resorted to a desperate 
expedient; he sold his goods at prime cost, and left 
himself without profit But Jones did not care; 
all he wanted was to crush his opponent — that 
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object accomplished, and he once more sole master 
of the field, he could make his 'own price, and 
gradually retrieve lost time, and heal the wounds 
received in the battle. 

Business requires a cool head; competition has 
its limits, beyond which yawns the bottomless pit 
of ruin. Jones lost his temper, and with it his 
judgment. Kot satisfied with the faint change for 
the better, produced by the first measure, he im- 
patiently resolved "to settle that Saunders,'*^ by a 
second and still bolder stroke. He filled his shop- 
windows with placards, on which prices were 
marked, with notes of admiration. He pressed into 
his service a dozen of little boys, whose sole 
business was to slip bills under doors, and to 
throw them down areas, or to force them into the 
hands of unconscious passengers; and he crowned 
an these arts by selling under prime cost 

The customers could not resist this tender 
appeal to their feelings; they came back one and 
all — the Teapot once more was full — the two 
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Teapots was deserted; and Bichord Jones was 
triumphant. 

We pxx)fess no particular regard for Joseph 
Saunders; but we cannot deny that he played his 
cruel game skilfully and well. He did not bring 
down his prices one farthing. Without emotion 
he saw his shop forsaken — he knew his own 
strength; he knew, too, the weakness of his enemy. 

"Oh! ifs that dodge you are after," he 
thought, thrusting his tongue in his cheek. "Well, 
then, it has beggared many a man before you; 
and we shall see how long you'll keep it up — 
thaf s all." 

And to whosoever liked to hear, Saunden 
declared that Mr. Jones was selling at loss, and 
that he (Saunders) could not afford to do so; and 
was sorry the old man would be so obstinate. 
"Where was the use, when he could not go on?" 

Nothing did Jones more harm than this asser- 
tion, and the knowledge that it was a literal truth'; 
for though people worship cheapness, that goddess 
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of modem commerce, it is only on condition that 
she shall be a reality, not a fiction; that she shall 
rest on the solid basis of gains, howsoever small; 
not on the sand foundation of loss, that certain 
forerunner of failure. Jones could not, of course, 
long keep up the plan of selling under cost; he 
was obliged to give it up. With it, ceased his 
fallacious and momentary prosperity. 

'^I thought so," soliloquized Saunders. 

Eeader, if you think that we mean to cast 
a stone at the great shop, you are mistaken. We 
deal not with pitUess political economy, with its 
laws, with their workings. The great shop must 
prosper; 'tis in the nature of things; and the little 
shop must perish — 'tis in their nature too. We 
but lament this sad truth, that on God's earth, 
which God made for all, there should be so little 
room for the poor man; for his pride, his ambition, 
his desires, which he has in common with the rich 
man; we but deplore what all, alas! know too 
well; that the crown of c;reation, a soul, a man by 
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God's Almighty mind, fashioned and called foii^ 
into being, by Chnsfs priceless blood porchased 
and redeemed to Heayen, should be a thing of so 
littte worth — ay, so mnch, so very mach less 
worth than some money, in this strange world of 
ours. 

Few pitied Bichard Jones in his fall. His little 
ambition was remembered as a crime; for snccess 
had not crowned it. His little vanities were so 
many deadly sins; for gold did not hide or excuse 
them. To the dregs, the nnhappy man drank the 
latter draught which rises to the lips of the fallen, 
when they see the world deserting them to 
worship a rival. ^ A usurper had invaded his 
narrow realm, and crushed him; his little story 
was a^ true pi^ from that great book of History, 
which we need not read to know how power 
decays, or to learn of man's fickleness, and for- 
tune's frowns. Alas! History, if we did but know 
it, lies around as, as mankind lives in the meanest 
wretch we meet, and perchance despise. 
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It is a bitter thing to behold our own ruin; it 
is a cruel thing to look on powerless and 
despairing; and both now fell to the lot of 
Bichard Jones. He had ventured all, and lost all. 
He was doomed — he knew it; every one knew 
it. But, alas! the cup of his woes was not full. 

Mary had always been delicate. One chill 
evening she took cold; a cough settled on her 
chest; sometinies it seemed gone, then suddenly 
it returned again. "She felt very well,'* she said; 
and, strange to say, her father thought so too. 
Eachel was the first to see that something was 
wrong. 

"Mary," she said to her, one morning, "what 
ails you? Your breatih seems quite short." 

"La! bless you, Miss," replied Mary, in her 
patronizing way, "I am aU right" 

They were alone; Bachel looked at the young 
girl; her eyes glittered; her cheeks were red with 
a hectic flush; her breathing was quick and 
oppressive. The eyes of Bachel filled with tears; 
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she thought of her little dead sister in her 
grave. 

, "Mary," she said, "do not work any more to- 
day — go home." 

Mary looked up in her face, and laughed — 
the gay laugh of an unconscious child, fearless of 
death. 

"Why, Miss, you are crying!" she exclaimed, 
amazed. 

"Am I?*' s^d Bachel, trying to smile, "never 
mind, Mary; go home — or, rather, take this parcel 
to Mrs. Jameson, number three, Albert Terrace. It 
is a fine day — the walk will do you good." 

Mary jumped up, charmed at the prospect • 
She tied her bonnet-strings before the looking- 
glass, and hummed the tune of "Meet me by 
moonlight alone.'* Mary was tamed sixteen; and 
vague ideas of romance sometimes fitted through 
her young brain. 

When she was fairly gone, Eachel rose, laid 
her work by, put on her bonnet and shawl, and 
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quietly sKpped round to the Teapot: ostensibly, 
she wanted to buy some tea: her real purpose was 
to call the attention of Mr. Jones to his daughter's 
state. 

But, strange to say, Kachel Gray could not 
make him understsmd her; his mind was full of 
the two Teapots; of the villany of that Saunders; 
of the world's ingratitude; of his misfortunes and 
his wrongs. 

"I dare say Mary feels it too," put in Ra- 
chel 

"Of course she does, Miss Gray — of course 
she does. The child has feelings. And then you 
know, Miss Gray, if that fellow hadn't a come 
there, why, you know, we were getting on as well 
as could be." 

"I notice that she coughs," said EacheL 
"Why, yes, poor child; she can't get rid of tbat 
cough — she's growing, you see. And then, you 
see, that Saunders — " 
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"And her breathii^ is so short," interrupted 
BaeheL 

"Sure to be, on account of the cough. And, 
as I was saying, that Saunders — " 

"But, Mr. Jones, don't you think you had 
better see a doctor?" again interrupted RacheL 

"See a doctor!" exclaimed Jones, stariiig at her. 
"You don't mean to say my child is ill. Miss 
Gray?" 

"I don't think she is quite well, Mr. Jones," 
replied Rachel, trembling as she said so. 

He sank down on his seat behind the counter, 
pale as death. The obstinate cough, the short 
breathing, the hectic flush, all rushed back to his 
memory; unseen, unheeded, till then, they now 
told him one fearful story. "With trembling hand 
he wiped away the drops of cold perspiration from 
his forehead. 

"The doctor must see her directly," he said, 
"directly. TU go and look for him, and you'll 
send her round. It's nothing — nothing at all, 
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I am sure; she's growing, you see. But bWl, it 
must be attended to, you know — it must be 
attended to.'* 

A light laugh at the door interrupted him. He 
turned round, and saw Mary looking in at him 
and Bachel Gray, through the glass windows; with 
another laugh, she vanished. Bachel went to the 
door, and called her back. 

"Mary, Mary, your father wants you." 

The young girl canie in; and, for the first time, 
her father seemed to see the bright red spot that 
burned on her cheek, the unnatural brilliancy of 
her blue eyes, the painful shortness of her breathJ 
A mist seemed to fall from his eyes, and the dread 
truth to stand revealed before him; but he did not 
speak, nor did Bachel; Mary looked at them both^ 
wondering. 

"Well, what ails you two, that you stare at me 
80,'' she said, pertly. "I am so hot," she added, 
after a while. ^^I think I shall stay at home, as 
you said. Miss Gray." 

Rachel Gray. 17 
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She went into the back parlour, and sat down 
on the first chair she found at hand. Kachel Gray 
and her father followed her in. The poor child, 
who, because she had felt no actual pain, had 
thought that she could not be ill, now, for the first 
time, felt that she was so. 

"What ails you, dear?" softly asked Rachel, 
bending over her, as she saw her gradually turn- 
ing pale. 

"La! bless you. Miss Gray, I am quite well — 
only I feel so faint like." 

And even as she spoke, her head sank on the 
bosom of Rachel — she had fainted. 

When Mary recovered to consciousness, she was 
lying on her bed, up stairs. Rachel stood by her 
pillow. At the foot of her bed, Mary caught sight 
of her father's face, ghastly pale. Between the 
two, she saw a strange gentleman, a doctor, who 
felt her pulse, put a few questions to her, wrote 
a prescription, and soon left. 
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"I must go now," said Eachel, ''but I shall 
come back this eyeidiig, and bring my work." 

Jones did not heed her; he looked stupified 
and like one bereft of sense, but Mary laughed 
and replied, ''Oh! do Miss Gray, come and take 
tea with us." 

Bachel promised that she would try, kissed her 
and left. With great difficulty she obtained from 
Mrs. Brown the permission to return. 

They on whom the light of this world shone 
not, were rarely in the favour of Mrs. Brown. And 
only on condition of being home early did she allow 
Bachel to depart. Before leaving, she went up to 
her other's chair,* he was not now quite so helpless 
as at first, and did not require her constant 
presence or assistance; though he still did not 
know her. 

"I shall try and not be too long away," said 
Bachel in a low voice. 

"Never mind," he muttered, shaking his head, 

"never mind." 

17* 
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"There 's a predous old fool for you!" said 
Mrs. Brown laughing coaxfiely. 

A flush of pain crossed Eachel's cheek, but to 
have replied, would have been to draw down a storm 
on her head; she silently left the house. 

She founjd Mary feverish, restless, and foil of 
projects. She would get up early the next day, 
and make up for lost time. She remembered all 
the work she had to do, and which she had 
unaccountably neglected. Ser father's shirts to 
mend, her own wardrobe to see to; the next room 
to clean up, for a second lodger had never been 
found; in short, to hear her, it seemed as if her 
life had only begun, and that this was the day 
of its opening. In vain Eachel tried to check 
her soothingly; Mary talked on and was bo 
animated and so merry, that her father, who came 
up every five minutes to see how she was, could 
not believe her to be so very ill as Miss Gray 
thought, or the Doctor had hinted. Indeed, when 
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at nine Eadiel left;, and he let her down stairs, 
he seemed quite relieved. 

"The child's only growing,** he said to Bachel, 
''only growing; a Httle rest and a little medicine, 
and she *11 be all right again." 

But scarcely was Eachel out of the door, when 
she burst into tears. "My poor little Maiy,'* she 
thought, "my poor little Mary!" 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

It was rather late when Eachel knocked timidly 
at the door, Mrs. Brown opened to her, and there 
was a storm on her brow. 

"Well, ma'am," she began; "well, ma'am!" 

"Oh! pray do not — do not!" imploringly 
exclaimed BAchel, clasping her hands. 

Eor her excessive patience had of late rendered 
Mrs. Brown's violent temper wholly ungovernable. 
Irritated by the very meekness which met her 
wrath, she had, with the instinct of i^gression, 
found the only vulnerable point of Eachel — her 
father. This was, indeed, the heel of Achilles. 
All the shafts of the enemy's railing that fell 
harmless on the childish old man, rebounded on 
his daughter with double force: deep and keen they 
sank in her hearty and every one inflicted its wound. 
And thus it was that Eachel had learned to look 
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with terror to Mrs. Brown's wrath — that she now 
shrank from it with fear and trembling, and 
implored for mercy. 

But there is no arguing with ill-temper. 
Mrs. Brown would neither give mercy, nor hear 
reason. Had she not lent twenty pound three and 
six to Rachel? "Was not Rachel beholden to her 
for food, shelter, chemist's bill, and physician's fees? 
and should not, therefore, her will be Rachel's law, 
and her pleasure be Rachel's pleasure? 

Poor Rachel, her patience was great, but now 
she felt as if it must fail; as if she could not, 
eyen for the sake of a roofs shelter, endure more 
from one to whom no tie of love or regard bound 
her — nothing but the burdening sense of an 
obligation which she had not sought, and for which 
she had already paid so dearly. She clasped her 
thin hands — she looked with her mild brown eyes 
in the face of her tormentor, and her lips quivered 
with the intensity of the feelings that moved her to 
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reply, and repel insult and contumely, and with the 
strength of will that kept her silent. 

At length, Mrs. Brown grew tired, for her 
ill-temper had this quality — it was vehement, not 
slow and irritatingj the infliction ceased — Rachel 
remained alone. 

Mrs. Brown had taken possession of the room 
that had once been Rachers. Thomas Gray slept 
in the back parlour; and in order to remain within 
reach of aid, Bachel slept on the floor of the front 
room. In this room it was that Mrs. Brown had 
left her. Sofdy Rachel went and opened the door 
of her father's room; it was dark and quiet; but 
in its stillness, she heard his regular breathing — 
he slept, and little, did he know how much that 
calm sleep of his cost his daughter. She closed 
the door, and sat down in her own room; but she 
thought not of sleep; the tempter was with her in 
that hour. Her heart was full of bitterness — full 
even to oyerflowing. On a dark and dreary sea, 
her lot seemed cast; she saw not the guiding star 
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of Mth over lier head. She saw not before her 
ihe hayen of blessed peace. 

The words "Thy will be done,** fell from her 
lips; they were not ip. her heart. Nothing was 
there, nothing but wounded pride, resentment, and 
the sense of unmerited wrong. 

In vain, thiukiTig of her tyrant, Sachel said 
to herself, "I forgive that woman — I foi^ve her 
freely." She felt that she did not; that anger 
against this pitiless tormentor of her life smouldered 
in her heart like the red coal living beneath pale 
ashes; and Eachel was startled, and justly, to feel 
that so strange and unusual an emotion, anger 
against another, had found place in her bosom, 
and that though she bade it go, it stay^, and 
would not depart. 

To be gentle is not to be passionless. The 
spirit of Bachel had been early subdued, too much 
subdued for her happiness; but it was too noble 
ever to have been quenched. It still burned 
within her, a flame pure and free, though invisible. 
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But now, alas! the Tapours of earthly passion 
dimmed its brightness: and it was darkened with 
human wrath. 

Through such moments of temptation and trial 
all have passed; and then it is, indeed, when we 
are not blinded by pride, that we feel our miserable 
weakness, a weakness for which there is but one 
remedy, but then it is a diyine one — ihe strength 
of God. 

That strength Eachel now inyoked. De Fro- 
fundis^ fix)m the depths of her sorrow she cried 
out to the Lord, not that her burden might grow 
less, but that her strength to bear it, to endure 
and foi^ye, might increase eyen with it And 
strength was granted unto her. It came, not at 
once, not like the living waters that flowed £rom 
the arid rock, when the prophet spoke, but slowly, 
like the heavenly manna that fell softly in the 
silence of the night, and was gathered ere the sun 
rose above the desert 

Kachel felt — oh, pure and blessed feeling! — 
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that her heart was free &om bitterness and gall; 
that she could forgive the offender, to seventy 
times seven; that she could pray for her — not 
with the lip-prayer of the seK-righteous Pharisee, 
but with the heartfelt orisons of the poor, sinning, 
and penitent publican; and again and again, and 
untn the tears flowed down her cheek, she blessed 
God, the sole Giver of so mighty and superhuman 
a grace.* 

And well it was for Eachel Gray, that she 
forgave her enemy that night Well it was, indeed, 
that the next sun beheld not her wrath. Before that 
sun rose, the poor, erring woman had given in her 
account of every deed, and every word uttered in 
the heat of anger: — Mrs. Brown had gone to her 
room strong and well. She was found dead and 
cold in her bed the next morning. 

A coroner's inquest was held, and a verdict of 
'^sudden death" recorded. And a wiU, too, was 
found in a tea-caddy, by which Mrs. Brown formally 
bequeathed all her property to Bachel Gray, ''as 
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a proof/' said the will, ''of her admiration and 
respect" 

On hearing the words, Bachel burst into teaiB. 

"Thank God! thati forgave her!" she exclaimed, 
"thank God!" 

Well indeed might she thank the Biyine 
bestower of all foi^veness. The legacy was not 
affcer all a large one. Mrs. Brown's annuity died 
with her; she left little more money than buried 
her decently; the ground lease of the house in 
which she had originally resided was almost out, 
and the bequest was in reality limited to the pre- 
sent abode of Bachel; but invaluable to her indeed, 
was the shelter of that humble home, now her own 
for ever. 

And when all was over; when the grave had 
closed on one, who not being at peace herself, 
could not give peace to others, when Bachel and 
her father remained alone in the little house, now 
hushed and* silenced from all rude and jarrii^ 
sounds, safe from all tyrannical interference, Bachel 
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felt, with secret thankfulness, that if her lot was 
not happy, according to human weakness, it was 
blest with peace and quiet, and all the good that 
from them spring. If a cloud still lingered over 
it, it was only because, looking at her father, she 
r^nembered the unfulfilled desire of her heart; and 
if on days otherwise now marked with peace, there 
sometimes fell the darkness of a passing shadow, it 
was only when she saw and felt too keenly the 
Borrows of others. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

EiCHARB Jones still hoped: "Mary was so 
young!" He would hope. But it was not to be; 
he had but tasted the cup of his sorrows; to the 
dregs waa he to drink it; the earthly idol on which 
he had set his heart was to be snatched from him; 
he was to waken one day to ttie bitter knowledge: 
"there is no hope!'' 

How he felt we know not, and cannot tell': 
none have a right to describe that grief save 
they who have passed through it; we dare not 
unveil the father's heart: we deal but with the 
external aspect of things, and sad and bitter enough 
it was. 

In a silent shop, where the sugar seemed to 
shrink away in the casks, where the tea-chests 
looked hollow, where dust gathered on the counter, 
on the shelves, in the comers^ everywhere; where 
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all looked blasted and withered by the deadly upas 
tree opposite, you might have seen a haggard man 
who stood there day after day, waiting for cus- 
tomers that came not, and who from behind his 
shop windows drearily watched the opposite shop, 
always full; thriving, fattening on his ruin; or 
who, sadder sight to his eyes and heart, looked at 
the little back parlour, where on her sick bed his 
dying daughter lay. 

Mary, as her illness drew towards its close, became 
fanciful, she insisted on having her bed brought 
down to the back parlour, and would leave her 
door open, "in order to mind the shop," she said. 
If anything could hasten her father's ruin, this did 
it: the few customers whom he had left, gradually 
dropped off, scared away by that sick girl, looking 
at them with her eager, glittering eyes. 

He sat by her one evening in a sad and very 
bitter mood. She was ill, very ill, and for three 
days not a soul had crossed the threshold of his 
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shop. His love ajid his ambitioii were passing away 
together &om his life. 

"Father," querulously said Mary, "why did you 
shut the shop so early?" For since her illness the 
young girl's mind was always running on the 
shop. ' 

"Where's the use of leaving it open?" huskily 
answered Jones, "unless it's to see them all going 
to the two Teapots opposite." 

"Well, but I wish you had not," she resumed, 
"it looks so dull and so dark." 

It is very likely that to please her, Kichard 
Jones would have gone and taken the shutters down; 
but for a knock at the private door. 

"There's Miss Gray," said Mary, her fece 
lighting. 

Bichard Jones went and opened it; it was 
Eachel Gray. The light of the candle which he 
held fell fiill on his face; Eachel was struck with 
its haggard expression. 

"You do not look well, Mr. Jones," she said. 
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"Don't I, Miss Gray/* he replied, with a dreary 
smile, "well, that's a wonder! Look here!" he 
added, leading her. into the shop where his tallow 
candle shed hut a dim, dull light, "look here," 
he continued, raising it high, and turning it round 
so that it cast its faint gleam over the whole place, 
"look here; there's a shop for you. Miss Gray. 
How long ago is it since you, and your mother, 
and Mary and I we settled that shop? Look at it 
now, I say — look at it now. I^ok here!" and 
he thrust the light down a cask, "empty! Look 
there!" and he raised the lid of a tea-chest> 
"empty! Do you wish to try the drawers? Oh! 
they are all lahelled, hut what's in 'em. Miss 
Gr^y? nothing! It's well the customers have left 
off coming; for I couldn't serve them; couldnt 
accommodate them, I am sorry to say," and he 
laughed very hitterly. "I was happy when I came 
here," he resumed, "I had hope; I thought there 
was an opening; I thought there was room for me. 
I set up this shop; I did it all up myself ^ as you 

Rachel Gray. 18 
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know — every inch of it; I painted it; I put the 
fixtures in; I drove every nail in with my own 
hand, and what's been the upshot of it all, Miss 
Gray?" 

Eachel raised her soft brown eyes to his: 

"It is the wiU of God," she said, '"and God 
knows best, for He is good."* 

Bichard Jones looked at her and smiled almost 
sternly, for suffering gives dignity to the meanest^ 
and no man, when he feels deeply, is the same 
man as when his feelings are unstirred. 

"Miss Gray," he said, "I have worked from my 
youth — slaved some would say; I hoped to make 
out something for myself and my child, and it was 
more of her than of myself I thought I wronged 
none; I did my best; a rich man steps in, and I am 
bewared — and you tell me God is good — mind, 
I dont say he aint — but is he good to me?" 

Bachel Gray shook with nervous emotion £n>m 
head to foot She was pained — she was distiessed 
at the question. Still more distressed because her 
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mind was so bewildered, because ber ideas were 
in sncb strange tumult, that with the most ardent 
wish to speak, she could noi As when in a dream 
we struggle to move and cannot, our will being 
fettered by the slumber of the body, so Rachel felt 
then, so alas! for her torment she felt almost al- 
ways; conscious of trutibs sublime, beautiful and 
consoling, but unable to express them in speech. 

''God is good,'' she said again, clinging to that 
truth as to her anchor of safety. 

Again Eichard Jones smiled. 

"And my child. Miss Gray," he said, lowering 
his voice so that his words could not reach the 
next room, "going by inches before my very eyes; 
yet I must look on and not go mad. I must be 
b^gared, and I must bear it; I must become child- 
less, and I must bear it. And the wicked thrive, 
and the wicked's children outlive them, for God is 
good to them, Miss Gray." 

The eyes of Eachel filled with tears; her brow 

became clouded. 

18* 
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"Ah! Mr. Jones," she said, "do not complain; 
you have loved your child." 

"What are you keeping Miss Gray there for?" 
pettishly said the voice of Mary, "I want her." 

"And here I am, dear," said Eachel, going in 
to her, "I am come to sit a while with you; for I 
am sure your poor father wants rest, does he 
not?" 

"I don't want any one to sit with me,' im- 
patiently replied Mary, "I am not so ill as all 
that." 

"But' do you sleep at night?** 

"No, I can't — I am so feverish." 

"Well, then, we sit up with you to keep you 
company," said her father. 

This explanation apparently satisfied Mary, who 
began to talk of other things. She knew not she 
was dying; whence should the knowledge, have 
come to a mere child like her. None had told her 
the truth. And she was passing away into etemiiy, 
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usconscioiis — her heart , her thoughts, her soul 
full of the shadows of life. 

Rachel saw and knew it, and it grieved her. 
She remembered her little sister's happy and 
smiling death-bed, and from her heart she prayed 
that a similar blessing might crown the last hours 
of little Mary; that she might go to her God like 
a child to her father. 

And when Richard Jones, after sitting up with 
them until twelve, went upstairs to rest awhile, 
and Rachel heard Mary talk of her recovery, and 
of projects and hopes, vain to her as a dream, she 
could not help feeling that it was her duty to 
speak. They were alone, "yes, now,*' thought 
Bachel, "now is the time to speak." 

Oh! hard and bitter task: to tell the young 
of death; the hoping that they must not hope; to 
tell those who would so fondly delay and linger 
in this valley, that they must depart for the 
land that ia so near, and that seems so far. 
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Bachel knew not how to b^in. Mary opened the 
subject. 

"I shall be glad when I am well again," she 
said, ''I am tired of this little room; it seems so 
dull when I see the sun shine in the street, don't 
it, Miss Gray?" "I dare say it does: you remind 
me of a little story I once read; shall I tell it to 
you?" 

"Oh! yes you may," carelessly replied Mary, 
yawning slightly; she thought Miss Gray prosy at 
times. 

"It is not a long story," said Rachel timidly, 
"and here it is; a king was once hunting alone in 
a wood, when he heard a very beautiful voice 
singing very sweetly; he went on and saw a poor 
leper." 

"What's a leper?" interrupted Mary. 

"Don't you remember the lepers in the Gt)spel, 
who were made clean by our Saviour? they were 
poor things, who had a bad and loathsome com- 
plainty and this mail; whom the king heard singings 
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was one; and the king could not help saying to 
him, 'how can you sing when you seem in so 
wretched a condition?' But the leper replied, 'it 
is because I am in this state that I sing, for as 
my body decays, I know that the hour of my 
deliverance draws nigh, that I shall leave this 
miserable world, and go to my Lord and my God.** 

Mary looked at Eachel surprised at the im- 
pressive and earnest tone with which she spoke. " 

"Well but. Miss Gray," she said, at length, 
"what is there like me in this story; I am not a 
leper, am I?" 

"We are all lepers," gently said Eachel, "for 
we are all sinners, and sin is to the soul what 
leprosy is to the body; it deBles it, and we all 
should be glad to die; for Christ has conquered 
death, and with death sin ends, and our true life, 
the life in God begins.'' 

Mary raised herself on one elbow. She looked 
at Rachel fixedly, earnestly; "Miss Gray," she said; 
"what do you mean?" 
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Eachel did not reply — she could not. 

"Why do you tell me all these things?" con- 
tinued Mary. 

And still Eachel could not speak. 

"Miss Gray," said Mary, "am /going to die?" 
She looked wistfully in EachePs face, and the 
beseeching tone of her young childish voice seemed 
to pierce Eachel's heart; but she had began; 
eould not, she dared not go back. She rose, 
she clasped her hands, she trembled from head 
to foot, tears streamed down her cheek; her voice 
faltered so that she could scarcely speak, but she 
mastered it, clear and distinct the words came out 
"Mary, we must all obey the will of God; we 
came into this world at His will, at His will we 
must leave it." 

"And must I leave it, Miss Gray?" asked 
Mary, persisting in her questioning like a child. 

Eachel stooped over her; the fast tears poured 
from her face on Mary's pale brow, "yes, my 
darling," she said softly, "yes, you must leave 
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this miserable earth of trouble and sorrow, and go 
to God your friend and your father." 

The weakest, the frailest creatures often rise 
to heroic courage. This fretful, pettish child heard 
her sentence with some wonder, but apparently 
without sorrow. 

"Don't cry, Miss Gray," she said, "/ don't 
cry; but do you know, it seems so odd that I 
should die, doesn't it now?" 

Kachel did not reply, nor did she attempt it; 
her very heart was wrung. Mary guessed, or 
saw it. 

"I wish you would not fret," she said, "I wish 
you would not. Miss Gray. / don't, you see." 

"Ay," thought Eachel, "you do not, my poor 
child, for what do you know of death?" And a 
little while after this, Mary, who felt heavy, fell 
asleep with her hand in that of Eachel Gray. 
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CHAPTEK XX. 

Three days had passed. 

The morning was gray and dull. He had sat 
up all night by Mary; for Eachel, exhausted with 
fatigue, had been unable to come. Poor little 
Mary, her hour was nigh; she knew it, and her 
young heart grieved for her fether, so soon to be 
childless. She thought of herself too; she looked 
over the whole of her young life, and she saw its 
transgressions and its sins with a sorrow free from 
faithless dismay; for Eachel had said to her: "Shall 
we dare to limit for ourselves, or for others, the 
unfathomed mercy of God?*' 

"Father,'* she suddenly said, "I want to speak 
to you.** 

'*What is it, my darling?" he asked, bending 
over her fondly. She looked up in his face, her 
cheeks £ushed with a deeper hectic, her glassy 
eyes lit with a brighter light 
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"Pather," she said, ' I have been a naughty 
child, have I not?" 

"No — no, my little petj never, indeed, 
never." 

"I know I have been naughty, father; I 'have 
been,' oh! so cross at times; but, fether, I could 
not help it — at least, it seemed as if I could not 
— my back ached so, and indeed," she added, 
clasping her hands, "I am very sorry, father, very 
sorry." 

He stooped still nearer to her; he laid his 
cheek on her pillow; he kissed her hot brow, 
little Mary half smiled. 

"You forgive me, don't you?" she murmured 
faintly. 

"Porgive you! my pet — my darling." 

"Yes, pray do," she said. 

She could scarcely speak now; there was a film 
on her eyes, too. He saw it gathering fast, very 
fast Suddenly she seemed to revive like a dying 
flame. Again she addressed him. 
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"Father!" she said, "why don't you take down 
the shutters?" 

And with singular earnestness she fixed her 
eyes on his. Take down the shutters? The ques- 
tion seemed a stab sent through his very heart 
Yet he mastered himself, and replied: "'Tis early 
yet; 'tis very early, my darling." 

"No 'taint," she said, in her old pettish way, 
and then she murmured in a low and humbled 
tone: "Ah! I forget — I forget. I did not mean 
to be cross again. Indeed I did not, father, so 
pray forgive me." 

"Don't think of it, my pet Do you wish for 
anything?" 

"Nothing, father, but that you would take 
down the shutters." 

He tried to speak — he could not; only a few 
broken sounds gasped .on his lips for utterance. 

"Because you see," she continued with strange 
earnestness, "the customers will aU be coming and 
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wondering if they see the shop shut; and they will 
think me worse, and so — and so — " 

She could not finish the sentence, but she tried 
to do so. 

"And so you see, father/* Again the words 
died away. Her father raised his head; he looked 
at her; he saw her growing very white. Again he 
bent, and softly whispered: "My darling, did you 
say your prayers this morning?" 

An expression of surprise stole over the child's 
wan face. 

"I had forgotten," she replied, faintly, "I shall 
say them now." She folded her thin hands, her 
lips moved. "Our father who art in heaven," she 
said, and she began a prayer that was never finished 
upon earth. 

The dread moment had come. The angel of 
death stood in that hushed room; swiftly and 
gently he fulfilled his errand, then departed, 
leaving all in silence, breathless and deep. 

He knew it was all over. He rose; he closed 
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the eyes, composed the slender limbs, then he sat 
down by his dead child, a desolate man — a 
heart-broken father. How long he sat thus he 
knew not; a knock at the door at length roused 
him. Mechanically he rose and went and opened. 
He saw a man who at once stepped in and closed 
the door, and before the man spoke, Jones knew 
his errand. 

"It's all right," he said, "I know, the landlord 
could scarcely help it; come in." 

The bailiff was a bluff, hearty-looking man; he 
gave Jones a sound slap on the shoulder. 

"You are a trump! that's what you are," he 
said, with a big oath. 

Jones did not answer, but showed his guest 
into the back parlour. 

"Halloo! what's that?" cried the bailiff, at- 
tempting to raise the bed-curtain. 

"Don't," said Jones, in a husky voice. 

Then the man saw what it was, and he ex- 
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daimed quite ruefiilly: "I am very sorry — I am 
very sorry." 

"You can't help it," meekly said Jones, "you 
must do your duty." 

"Why thafs what I always say," cried the 
bailiff with a second oath, rather bigger than the 
first, "a man must do his duty, mustn't he?" and 
a third oath slipped out. 

"Don't swear, pray don't!" said Jones. 

"And if I do, may I be — '^ here the swearing 
bailiff paused aghast at what he was going to add. 
"I can't help myself like," he said, rather ruefully, 
"it's second natur, you see, second natur. But TU 
try and not do it — HI try." 

And speakii^ quite softly, spite of his swearing 
propensities, he looked wistfully at Jones; but the 
childless father's face remained a blank. 

"Make yourself at home," he said in a subdued 
voice. "I think youll find all you want in that 
cupboard, at least 'tis all I have." 

And he resumed his place by the dead. 
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"All I want, and all you have," muttered the 
bailiff with his head in the cupboard.* "Then faith, 
my poor fellow, 'tain't much.*' 

The day was chill and very dreary; the bailiff 
smoked his pipe by the low smouldering fire, and 
yawned over a dirty old newspaper. Two hours 
had passed thus when Jones said to him: "You 
don't want for anything, do you?" 

"Why no," musingly replied the bailiff, taking 
out his pipe, and looking up from his paper, "thank 
you, I can't say I want for anything, but what 
have you to say to a glass of grog, eh?" 

He rather brightened himself at the idea. 

"I'll send for anything you like," drearily 
replied Jones, and it was plain he had not under- 
stood as relating to himself the kindly meant pro- 
posaL 

The bailiff rather stiffly said, he wanted no- 
thing. 

"Well then," resumed Jones, slipping off his 
shoes, "I'll leave you for awhile." 
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"Why, where are you going?" cried the other 
staring. 

"There/' said Jones, and raising the curtain, he 
crept in to his dead darling. 

The curtain shrouded him in; he was alone — 
alone with his child and his grief. A little child 
he had cradled her in his arms; many a time had 
she slept in that fond embrace, to her both a pro- 
tection and a caress. And now! He looked at the 
little pale face that had fallen asleep in prayer; he 
saw it lying on its pillow in death-like stillness; 
and if he repressed the groan that rose to his lips 
the deeper was his anguish. 

Oh, passion! eloqu^ent pages have been wasted 
on thy woes; volumes have been written to tell 
mankind of thy delights and thy torments. To no 
other tale will youth bend its greedy ear, of no 
other feelings will man acknowledge the power to 
charm his spirit and his heart. And here was one 
who knew thee not in name or in truth, and yet 
who drank to the dregs, and to the laat bittemesa 

Rachel Gray. 19 
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his cup of sorrow. Oh! miserable and unpoetic 
griefs of the prosaic poor. "Where are ye, elemenis 
of power and pathos of our modem epic: the 
novel? A wretched shop that will not takei a 
sickly child that dies I Ay, and were the picture 
bat drawn by an abler hand, know proud reader, 
if proud thou art, that thy very heart could bleed, 
that thy very soul would be wrung to read this 
page from a poor man's stoiy. 

And so he lay by his dead, swelling with a 
tearless agony, a nameless and twofold desolation. 
Gaze not on that grief — eye of man: thou art 
powerless to pity, for thou art powerless to under- 
stand. 

^'Only think!'' said a neighbour to Mrs. Smith, 
"Mr. Jones's shutters have, been closed the whole 
day. I can't think what the matter is." 

"Can't you," replied Mrs. Smith laughing, "why, 
woman, the shop is shut." 

Ay, the shop was shut. The shop whidi 
Bichard Jones bad opened with so much pride — 
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the shop which he had ever linked with. his child, 
closed on the day of her death, and never 
reopened. He did not care. His little ambition 
was wrecked; his little pride was broken; his little 
cruise of love had been poured forth upon the 
earth by God's own hand; it was empty and dry; 
arid sand and dust had drunk up its once sweet 
waters. 

What a man without ambition, pride, and lore 
may be, he had become in the one day that 
bereaved him. 

Pity not him, reader; his tale is told; pity him 

whose bitter story of hope and disappointment but 

begins as I write, and as you read. For mortal 

hand has not sounded the bitter depth of such 

woes. In them live ihe true tragic passions that 

else seem to have passed from the earth; passions 

that could rouse the meekest to revenge and wrath, 

if daily dew from heaven fell not on poor parched 

hearts, as nightly it comes down from the skies 

above, on thirsting earth. 

19* 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A. TIME may come when the Loudon chmroh- 
yard shall be remembered as a thing that has been 
and is no more; but now who knows it not? Who 
need describe the serried gravestones that mark the 
resting places in this sad field of death; who need 
tell how they stare at busy passers by through 
their iron grating — how they look ghastly, like 
the guest of the Egyptian feast, dead in the midst 
of tumult and riotous life. 

Dreary are they when the sun shines on them, 
and their rank weeds, the sun which those beneath 
feel not, but more dreary by far when the drizzling 
rain pours down the dark church walls and filters 
into the sodden earth. And in such a place, and on 
such a day did they make the grave of Mary Jones. 

Two mourners stood by: a woman and a man* 
When all was over, when earth had closed over 
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the graye and its contents, the man sat down on a 
neighbouring gravestone, and looked at that red 
mound which held his all, with a dreary stolid 
gaze of misery and woe. 

Bachel bent over him, and gently laid her 
hand on his shoulder. 

"Mr. Jones, you must come!" she said. 

He made no reply, he did not rise, and when 
she took his hand to lead him away, he yielded 
without resistance. She took him to her own 
house. Kindly and tenderly she led him, like a 
little child, and a child he seemed to have become, 
helpless, inert — without will, without power. 

Hob own home was a wreck, the prey of cre- 
ditors, who found but little there, yet sufficient, 
for their claims were few, to save him from dis- 
grace. Bachel Gray gave him the room where his 
child once had slept, where he had come in to 
look at her in her sleep, and fondly bent over her 
pillow: he burst into tears as he entered it; and 
those tears relieved him, and did him good. 
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At the end of two days he rallied fromhis toipor; he 
awoke, he remembered he was a man bom to work, 
to earn his daily bread, and bear lie burden of life. 

He went out one morning, and looked for em- 
ployment. Something he found to do; but what 
it was he told not Eachel. "When she gently 
asked, he shook his head and smiled bitt^ly. 

"It don't matter. Miss Gray," he said; "it don't 
matter." 

"No doubt it was some miserable, poorly paid 
task. Yet he only spoke the truth, when he said 
it mattered little. He lived and laboured, like 
thousands; but he cared not for to-day. Mid thought 
not of to-morrow; the Time of Promise and of Hope 
had for ever departed. What though, he should 
feel want, so long as he could pay his weekly rent 
to Eachel Gray, he cared not. There is an end to 
all things; and as for his old age, should he grow 
old, had he not the parish and the workhouse? 
And so Kichard Jones could drag on through life, 
of all hopes, save the heavenly hope, forsaken. 
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Bnt Heaven chose to ckaatise and hnmble still 
further, this abeady chastised and sorely humbled 
man. He fell ill, and remained for weeks on his 
sick bed, a burden cast on the slender means of 
Bachel Gray. In vain he begged and prayed to be sent 
to the workhouse or some hospital; Eachel would not 
hear of it. She kept him, she attended on him with all 
the deyotedness of a dai^t^; between him and her 
father she divided her time. Earnestly Jones prayed 
for death: the boon was not granted; he recovered. 

They sat together and alone one evening in the 
quiet little parlour — alone, for Hiomas Gray was 
no one, when there came a knock at the door, 
and the visitor admitted by Rachel, proved to be 
Joseph Saunders. 

^'Mr. JoHes is within," hesitatii^ly said BacheL 

"And I just want to speak to him," briefly 
replied Saunders, ^'so thafs lucky." 

He walked into ihe parlour as he spoke; Bachel 
followed, wondering what was to be Ihe issue. 
On seeing his enemy, poor Jones reddened slightly 
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but the flush soon died away, and in a meek, subdued 
voice, he was the first to say "good evening/' 

"Sorry to hear you have been ill," said Saunders 
sitting down, "but you are coming round, ain't you?" 

"I am much better," was the quiet reply. 

"Got anything to do?" bluntly asked Saunders. 

"Nothing as yet," answered Jones with a sub- 
dued groan, for he thought of Eachel, so poor 
herself, and the burden he was to her. 

"Well then, Mr. Jones; just listen to me!" said 
Saunders, drawing his chair near, "I know you 
have a grudge against me." 

"You have ruined me," said Jones. 

"Pshaw, man, 'twas aU fair, all in the way of 
business," exclaimed Saunders a little impatiently. 

"You have ruined me," said Jones again; "but 
I forgive you, I have long ago foi^ven you, and 
the shadow of a grudge against you, or living man, 
I have not, thank God!" 

" Thaf s all right enough," emphatically said Saun- 
ders; "still, Mr. Jones, you say I have ruined you. It 
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ifin't the first time either that you have said so, aadwith 
some people, I may as well tell you it has injured me." 

*'l am sorry if it has," meekly said Jones. 

"And I don't care a button," frankly declared 
Saunders, "but as I was saying, that's your belief, 
your impression; and to be sure it's true enough 
in one sense, but then, Mr. Jones, you should 
not look at your side of the question only. 
Mr. Snrithson meant to set up a grocer's shop long 
before you opened yours; he spoke to me about it, 
and if I had only agreed then, it was done; you 
came, to be sure, but what of that? the street 
was as free to us as to you; that I lodged in your 
house was an accident; I did not know when 
I took your room that I should supplant you some 
day. I did not know Smithson had stLU kept 
that idea in his head, and that finding no situation I 
should be glad to consent at last. Well, I did consent, 
and I did compete with you, and knocked you over, 
as it were, but Mr. Jones, would not another have 
done it? And was it not all honourable, fair play?" 
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"Well, I suppose it was," sadly replied Jones, 
"and since it was a settled Idling that I was to be a 
ruined man, I suppose I ought not to car6 who did it." 

"Come, that's talMng sense," said Saunders, 
with a nod of approbation, "and now, Mr. Jones, 
we'll come to business, for I need not teU you nor 
Miss Gray either, that I did not come ia here to 
rip up old sores. You must know that the yoong 
fellow who used to serve in my shop has taken 
himself off, he's going to Australia, he says, but 
that's neither here nor there; I have a regard for 
you, Mr. Jones, and having injured you witiiout 
malioe, I should like to do you a good torn of 
my own free will; and then there's my wife, who 
was quite cut up when she heard you had lost 
your little daughter, and who has such a regard 
for Miss Gray, but that's neither here nor there; 
the long and short of it is, will you serve in my 
shop, and have a good berth and moderate wages, 
and perhaps an increase if the business prospers?" 

Poor Kichard Jones! This was the end of all 
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his dreams, his schemes, his anger, his threatened 
revenge! And yet, strange to say, he felt it very 
little. Every strong and living feeliog lay huried 
in a grave. His soul was as a thing dead "vnthia 
him; his pride had crumbled into dust, as Mary 
would have said: his spirit was gone. 

The humiliation of aoceptmg Joseph Saunders 
proposal, — and, however strange, it was certainly 
well and kindly meant — Bichard Jones did not 
consider. He looked at the advantages, and found 
them manifest; there lay the means of paying Kachel, 
of covering his few debts, and of securing to his 
wearied life the last and dearly-bought boon of repose. 
Awhile he reflected, then said aloud: "I shall be very 
glad of it, lam very much obliged to you, Mr. Saunders." 

**Well, then, it's done,** said Mr. Saunders, 
rimng, "good night, Jones, cheer up, old fellow. 
Gfood night. Miss Gray; Jane sends her love, you 
know. Sorry the old gentleman's no better.'' And 
away he departed, very well satisfied with the 
success of his errand. 
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'^Oh! Mr. Jones!" exclaimed Eachel, when she 
returned to the porlonr. 

"Don't mention it," he said with a feint smile, 
"I don't mind it, Miss Gray." 

"But could you not have stayed here ?" she asked. 

"And be a burden upon you I that's what I have 
done too long. Miss Gray." 

"But until you found employment elsewhere, 
you might have remained." 

"His house is as good as any; his bread is not 
more bitter than another's," replied Jones, in 
a subdued voice, "besides, now that my Mary is 
gone, what need I care. Miss Gray?" And as he 
saw that her eyes were dim, he added: "You 
need not pity me. Miss Gray, the bitterness of my 
trouble is, and has long been over. My Maiy is 
not dead for me. She is, and ever will be, living 
for her old father, until the day of meeting. And 
whilst I am waiting for that day, you do not think 
I care about what befalls me." 
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CHATTER XXTT. 

Onoe more Eachel was alone. Once more soli- 
tude and the silence of the quiet street, shrouded 
her in. 

A new life now began for Bachel Gray. like 
a plant long bent by adverse winds, she slowly 
recovered elasticity of spirit, and lightness of heart. 
l/Hiat she might have been, but for the gloom of 
her youth, Rachel never was; but as the dark 
cloud, which had long hung over her, rolled away, 
as she could move, speak, eat, and thiok unques- 
tioned in her little home, a gleam of sunshine, pale 
but pure, shone over her life with that late-won 
liberty. Her speech became more £ree, her smile 
was more frequent, her whole manner more open 
and cheerfiiL 

Rachel lived, however, both by taste and by 
long habit, in great retirement, and saw but few 
people. Indeed, almost her only visitors were 
Richard Jones and Madame Rose. The little 
Frenchwoman now and then dropped in, looked 
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piteously at Thomas Gray, shni^ed her shoulders, 
noddjed, winked, and did everything to make herself 
understood, but talk English; and Bachel listened 
to her, and laughed gaily at the strange speech and 
strange ways of her little friend. 

Bichard Jones was a still mote frequent yisitor. 
He came to receive, not to give sympathy. The 
society of Kachel Gray was to him a want of his 
life, for to her alone he could talk of Maxy; he 
spoke and she listened, and in listening gave the 
best and truest consolation. Kow and then, not 
often, for Bachel felt and knew that such language 
frequently repeated wearies the ear of weak 
humanity, she ventured to soothe his grief with 
such ailments as she could think of. And her 
favorite one, one which she often applied to herself 
and her own troubles was: "We receive blessings 
from the hand of God, shall we not also take sorrow 
when it pleases Him to inflict it?" 

"Yery true. Miss Gray, very true," humbly 
assented Bichard Jozies. 

Of his present position he never spoke, unless 
when questioned by Bachel, and when he did so, 
it was to say that "Saunders and his wife were 
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very kind to him, very kind. And I am quite 
happy, Miss Gray," he would add, "quite happy." 

And thus like a hidden stream flowed on the 
life of Bachel Gray, silent, peaceftd and very still. 
It slept in the shadow of the old grey street, in 
the quiet shelter of a quiet home, within the narrow 
circle of plain duties. Prayer, Love, Meditation 
and Thought graced it daily. It was' humhle and 
lowly in the eyes of man; beautiful and lovely in 
the sight of God. 

And thus quiet and happy years had passed 
away, and nothing had arrested their monotonous flow. 

It was evening, Rachel and her father were 
alone in the little parlour. Thomas Gray was still 
a childish old man, bereft of knowledge and of 
sense. Yet now, as Bachel helped him to his 
chair, and settled him in it, something, a sort of 
light seemed to her to pass athwart the old man's 
face, and linger in his dull eyes. 

"Father!" she cried, "do you know me?" 

In speech he answered not, but it seemed to 
her that in his look she read conscious kindness. 
She pressed his hand, and it appeared to press 
hers in retunif she laid her cheek to his, and it 



304 BACHEL GKAT. 

did not seem lifeless or cold. Then, again she 
withdrew from him and §aid: 

"Father, do you know me?" 

He looked at her searchingly and was long 
silent: at length he spoke, and in a low but 
distinct voice, said: "EacheL" 

In a transport of joy, Eachel sank at his feet 
and sobbing clasped her arms around him. 

"Never mind, Kachel," he said, "never mind." 

"Father, father," she cried, "you know me, say 
you know me." 

But she asked too much, it was but a dawn of 
intelligence that had returned; never was the full 
day to shine upon earth. 

"Never mind, Eachel," he said again, "never mind." 

But though the first ardour of her hopes was 
damped, her joy was exquisite and deep. Her 
father knew her, he had uttered her name with 
kindness, in his feeble and imperfect and childish 
way, he loved her! What more then was needed 
by one who like the humble lover recorded by the 
Italian poet, had ever 

"Desired much, hoped little^ nothing asked/* 

Somewhat late that same evening, Richard 
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Jones knocked at Eachers door. As she opened to 
him the light she held shone on her face, and 
though he was not an observant man, he was 
struck with her aspect There was a flush on her 
cheek, a light in her eyes, a smile on her lips, a 
radiance and a joy in Eachel's face which Bichard 
Jones had never seen there before. He looked at her 
inquiringly, but she only smiled and showed him in. 

And now, reader, one last picture before we part. 

It is evening, as you know, and. three are 
sitting in the little parlour of Rachel Gray. An 
autumn evening it is, somewhat chill with a bright 
Are burning in the grate, and lighting up with 
flickering flaine the brown furniture and narrow 
room. And of these three who sit there, one is a 
grey, childish old man in an arm-chair; another, a 
man who is not old, but whose hair has turned 
'prematurely white with trouble and sorrow; the 
third is a meek, thoughtful woman with a book on 
her knees, who sits silently brooding over the 
words her lips have uttered; for she has been reading 
how the Lord gives and how the Lord takes away, 
and how we yet must bless the name of the Lord. 

The good seed of these words has not been 
Rachel Gray, 20 
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shed on a barren soil. As Eichard Jones sits and | 

dreams of his lost darling, he also dreams of their 
joyfal meeting some day on the happier shore, and ' 

perhaps now that time has passed over his loss 
and that its first bitterness has faded away, perhaps 
he confesses with humble and chastened heart, that 
meet and just was the doom which snatched from 
him his earthly idol, and, for a while, took away 
the too dearly loved treasure of his heart. 

And Eachel Gray, too, has her thoughts. As 
she looks at her father, and whilst thankful for 
what she has obtained, as she yet longs, perhaps, 
for the full gift she never can possess; if her heart 
feels a pang, if repining it questions and says: 
"Oh! why have I not too a father to love and 
know me, not imperfectly, but fully — completely," 
a sweet and secret voice replies: "You had set 
your heart on human love, and because you had • 
set your heart upon it, it was not granted to you. \ 

Complain not, murmur not, Rachel, if thou hast 
not thy father upon earth, remember that thou hast 
thy Father in Heaven!" 

THE EOT). 
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